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THE BRADYS IN DEATH SWAMP 

OR, 

DOWNING A DESPERATE BAND 



By A NEW YORK DETECTIVE 



CHAPTER I. 

THE MYSTERY OF A .MISSING HOWBOAT. 

On the morning of January 22. 19 — , a snowstorm hit the 
City of Xew York, which was certainly the worst in years. 

T.n a few short hours the surface cars went out of busi- 
ness, and even fling was hopelessly blockaded. 

Traffic thrown wholesale upon the subway congested 
things there and made it disagreeable for everyone. 

When the evening uptown rush came it was next to im- 
possible either to get in or out of the cars. 

Ore young man in particular had the time of his life 
leaving an uptown train at the Fourteenth street station, 
and when he finally did succeed in reaching the street, the 
wind took his hat and he had to chase it almost to the rail- 
ing which surrounds the Washington Monument, where it 
was picked up for him by a respectable looking colored man, 
who had been approaching from the opposite direction. 

"Here's yo' hat. Mr. Harry," he said. ""Pears like dis 
am a good day to keep it on yo' head." 

"Right you are. Julius, but easier said, than done," re- 
plied Harry, who was none ether than the famous detective. 
Young King Brady, "but what brings, you up here in all 
tiie storm ?" 

"Miss Alice she telephoned me to. pack up your dress suit- 
case and bring it to de office, Mr. Harry. Ole King Brady 
he done telegtaft to" yo' two to folly him down Souf right 
away. Wish! 1 was agwine wiv yer. Blest if I lak all dis 
snow an' ice nohow. Gives me de rheumatics from head to 
foot. Anyhow 1 done as she tole me, an' am jest after 
leavin' yo' tings at de office. While I was out I tought 1 
might as well look in on mail sister, who's a-libbin' over on 
Second avner now. Cat's what brung me this way." 

Julius, be it understood, is the Bradys' man of all work 
who has served them faithfully for many years. 

"Come back to the office, 1 may have some directions to 
ghe you," said Young King Brady. "You will have plenty 
offline to see your sister after we are gone." 

They returned together to the elegantly appointed offices 
of the Brady Detective Bureau on Union Square. 



Here Harry found his partner. Mis? Alice Montgomery, 
the well-known female detective, with her preparalions for 
the journey all completed. 

"What is it :-" asked Harry. '• [ thought the governor in- 
tended to leave Savannah to-night." 

Old King Brady had been South for two weeks working 
tip a Secret Service matter which, as Harry happened to 
know, be had now successfully completed. 

"The telegram don't state," replied Alice. "It simply 
says. "You and Harry report at Tanner's Mills, Brarllee In- 
let, at the earliest possible moment.' I looked up the route 
and found that we can get a Washington train at 5.30, 
which connects with the Seabord Air Line Express, there- 
fore I ordered Julius to bring your things to the office." 

"Right. It is half-past four now. How about money? 
Is there enough in the office to carry us through?" 

"There is. 1 drew $200 from the bank as soon as 1 read 
the telegram." 

"You always think of everything, Alice," said Harry, 
admit ingly. "Well, I'll close up here at once and get ready 
for a start." 

Half-past the found them on board of a Pennsylvania 
Pullman. 

As far as Philadelphia their progress was slow and the 
train was much delayed, but here they lost the snow and 
time was made up in the run to Washington, so after all 
they were able to make the Savannah train, reaching that 
city but a little behind time. 

Question now was how to find transportation to Bradlee 
Inlet, which lay about fifty miles down the coast in the 
great pine swamp region between Savannah and Bruns- 
wick. 

The railroad, which rung at a considerable distance back 
from the coast was one way, hut this involved a long ride 
through the swamp country, with the means of transporta- 
tion all uncertain. 

The steamer from Savannah to Brunswick had just left, 
but this made little difference, seeing that it did not call at 
Bradlee Inlet. 
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It looked as iE it would have to he' the train, but before asked. "All that stuff goes ashore at Goose Inlet, which is 
deciding Young Kins; Brady made a visit to the water I our next landing, then she'll right herself. Where's the 
front, and was fortunate enough to discover a small private 
trading steamboat of light draught, which made irregular 
(rips down tiie coast, putting in at all inlets for the pur- 
pose of supplying the lumber camps with provisions, a sort 
of floating grocery store, so to speak. 

This craft, the Lucy Quitman, was to start at sunrise 
the following morning, and although she had no proper ac- 
commodations for passengers, and none at all for ladies, 
Young K ing Brady managed to induce the captain to take 
Alice and himself. 

Even allowing for the various stops and consequent de- 
lay. Captain- Curtis assured Harry that they would cer- 
tain I v reach Tanner'.* Mills, their destination, before dark. 



use in shifting it? I always go so. Never had any trouble 
from it yet.'' 

"When do we get to Bradlce Inlet?" asked Harry. 
"We'll be there by five o'clock,'' was the reply. "T have 
to stop at Yulan Island to drop a dozen cases of canned 
salmon; the next after that is Bradlee Inlet. Don't get 
nervous. We'll make it all right.'' 

But Harry was nervous, for the wind blew so that on his 
way back to the cabin it was all he could do to keep his hat 
on his head. 

"It is my opinion that Captain Curtis is more or less of a 
jackass," he remarked as he entered the cabin. "He al- 
most hit my head off. I shall be glad when we are safe 
i 



Morning dawned dark and lowering, with every indiea- ashore, 
tion of a storm. j '"'What a desolate country," remarked Alice, who 

As there was no telegraph line which hit Tanner's Mills j looking out of the window. 



was 



• — Old King Brady had wired from a different point — 
I[arrv could not inform his chief of their presence in Sa- 
vannah, nor of the manner in winch they proposed coining 
down the coast. 

"Shall we try it or shall we back out, Alice?'' he asked. 
"It looks very much like a storm." 

"Do just as you would if I was not with you." replied 
Alice, who never likes to have any favor shown on account 
of her sex. 

"Let's get breakfast and go aboard then. We will put it 
up to the captain. The steamer is rather an old one, but 
she seems stanch. The cabin is small, but it is comforta- 
bly furnished. I sec no reason why we should not get along 
all right even if it does come up to blow." 

They therefore made a hurried breakfast and went 
aboard the Lucy Quitman. 

Captain Curtis laughed at their fears. 

"I've been running the old Quitman up and down this 
coast for the last twenty years," he said. "I don't know 
any earthly reason why she should go to the bottom this 
trip." 

So it was decided to take the risk, and at 7.30 the Quit- 
man sailed. 

Captain Curtis was the only white person on board he- 
side themselves. Even the engineer was a colored man. 

The deck was so loaded with boxes and barrels that it 
wa.s next to impossible to get about. 

A cold east wind rendered the deck additionally unpleas- 
ant, and with these disadvantages, as there was little to 
see, Harry and Alice confined themselves to the cabin, 
where Captain Curtis served them with an excellent dinner 
at noon. 

Meanwhile, many stops, had been made, and the deck 
load was considerably lightened. 

The way in which it was placed worried Harry not a 
little, for while the steamer was well enough ballasted at 
the start, she was now badly listed to port, and the wind 
had developed into a fierce gale, although as yet there was 
no rain. 

It was now nearly four o'clock, and Harry took the lib- 
erty of speaking to Captain Curtis about it. 
He did not take it very kindly. 

"What the deuce are you afraid of. voung man?" he 



"All pine trees, but do you know 1 like to look at them." 
"Do you? It would give me the horrors if 1 thought I 
had to live here. Are there no large towns here?" 
"Xor.e nearer than Brunswick." 
"Is that a large place?" 

"No, but it is a stirring town, with large lumber inter- 
ests. Perhaps we shall take it in before we are through." 
Tlie Quitman soon ran into Goose Inlet. 
Harry went out to see the landing. 

The tide was excessively low, wide mud flats lay exposed 
on both sides of the narrow channel, those on the Quit- 
man's port side being the widest. 

Harry was greatly worried, and even Captain Curtis 
seemed to have waked up to the situation. 

Before he had gone far he stopped and ordered the mate, 
a colored man of marked intelligence, to take a small boat 
and make certain soundings. 

But still the stubborn fellow would not go to the trouble 
of shifting his deck load. 

The mate made his report in local technical terms which 
Harry could not understand. 

"Wa'al," drawled the captain, "hit may be cz you say, 
Jim, but Ah reckon Ah'll resk it. We didn't never get 
stuck in the Gooseneck yet, an' Ah don't believe this here's 
the day wese gwinter." 

"The tide's mighty low, massa. Never seed it so low," 
replied Jim. 

The captain without replying gave the engineer the 
starting bell. 

Exactly six minutes inter the Luey Quitman was hard 
and fast in the mud. 

The captain swore the conventional "hlue streak," hut 
that did no good. 

Then the load was shifted, but that did no good, either. 

Perhaps it Mould have been all the same, anyway, but 
be that as it may, here they viere. and hero they wire dis- 
tilled to stay until the tide turned the captain condescended 
to inform Harry. 

"I'm awful sorry, Mr. Brady," he said, "but it really 
hain't no fault of mine. If you want to I'll lend yon my 
best boat and you can pull to Harris' Inlet. Tanner's 
Mills is half way down to its. mouth. It isn't much more 
than three miles if vou cut thruugu the old Rattlesnake 
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Channel. It's ten the way we have to go. The channel 
will take you right to the mouth of the inlet. You ought 
to make it by dark or very soon after. You see you can't 
miss your way if you try." 

"Ave you sure there is water enough?" asked Harry. 
"Of course this extra low tide must prevail all along the 
coast." 

"It does," replied the captain, "but you'll find all the 
water yon want, take hit from me." 

Harry consulted Alice, and it was decided to try it. 

Captain Curtis was to pick up the boat at Tanner's Mills. 

So the boat was lowered and Young King Brady and 
Alice embarked with their belongings. 

"If the rain only holds off," remarked Harry. 

"I don't look for the rain before morning," replied the 
captain. "There you go, and good luck to you. It might 
be we won't hit Tanner's Mills afore to-morrow morning, 
and (here really hain't no place aboard the Quitman where 
I can put the lady to sleep. Even my own state-room 
wouldn't suit her at all." 

Having said good -by to the captain, Harry pulled on 
down the Gooseneck until they came to the mouth of a 
narrow, tortuous channel, locally known as the "Rattle- 
snake." 

There was no mistaking it, thanks to Captain Curtis' 
careful description, and, as he said, it contained plenty of 
water. 

Giant pines rose on each side of them, the far-famed 
Georgia pine of commerce which is known all over the 
world, but they had not gone far before they came into a 
desolate region where the trees had all been cut away and 
young ones were springing up. 

The country was absolutely flat. In the distance on the 
west they could see trees of another .growth, from which 
Spanish moss hung in great festoons. 

"Probably cypress," Harry informed Alice, and that 
this meant a swamp. 

There are many swamps in southern Georgia. The great 
Okeefenokee, which looks so small on the map, is really as 
large as the State of Connecticut. 

And into this desolate region Young King Brady pulled 
boldly, with the shades of night falling, but he and Alice 
did not turn up at Tanner's Mills. 

Old King Brady, who slept .at Gen. Robert Tanner's fine 
house that night, not knowing that they were coming in 
any such fashion, experienced no anxiety on their account, 
of course, but when next morning the clumsy old Quitman 
pulled up at the wharf alongside the big lumber mill, the 
old detective was hurriedly summoned by General Tanner. 

"Why, look here, Mr. Brady!" he exclaimed, "here is 
Captain Curtis of this little supply steamer telling me a 
story about your partners that I don't like to hear. It 
seems that they started with him from Savannah yesterday 
morning. He got stuck in the Gooseneck, and they started 
by rowboat through Rattlesnake Channel about quarter 
past four. At the outside they should have reached here 
by half-past five. It's only three miles. I greatly fear that 
something has gone wrong." 

So did Old King Brady after he had questioned Captain 
Curtis. 



"Pete, the Portuguese !" he said to General Tanner when 
he returned to the mill. 

"I greatly fear so," replied the general, gloomily. "If 
it is so it really is too bad." 



CHAPTER II. 

GENERAL TANNEP/S SAD STQUY. 

As he stood at the head of the wide log-run of General 
Tanner's sawmill, Old King Brady was dressed in his usual 
quaint style. 

That is, he wore the long, blue coat with brass buttons, 
the old-fashioned stock and stand-up collar, and the big 
broad-brimmed white felt hat which is so widely known in 
criminal circles. 

The old detective had been jumped from one Secret Ser- 
vice case to another by the Government Bureau at Wash- 
ington. 

Not that Old King Brady is a regular employee of that 
bureau. 

Far' from it, and yet under the contract he has with the 
United States Government he does more or less Secret Ser- 
vice work. 

His last case ended at Savannah, and he was just about 
to return to New York when he received orders to report 
to General E. Tanner, of Tanner's Mills. 

Why? 

Old King Brady was as ignorant of the reason as were 
his partners. 

General Tanner was not only a very rich man, but one of 
high standing in Georgia political circles. 

Old King Brady had now been for twenty-four hours 
the guest of General Tanner, who, although a resident of 
Atlanta, maintained a fine establishment away down here 
on the shore at the edge of a great tract of marshy land 
known as Death Swamp. 

General Tanner owned the efltirc tract, which was miles 
in extent, and which as yet had been but imperfectly ex- 
plored. 

And now again Old King Brady asked himself why he 
was here. 

Upon his arrival General. Tanner greeted him with true 
Southern warmth. 

"But you are alone, Mr. Brady," he said. "I had ex- 
pected that your Miss Alice Montgomery would accompany 
you." 

"She is to join me at once," replied the old detective. 
"Also my partner. Young King Brady." 

General Tanner had not understood. 

He supposed Old King Brady's partners were with him 
in Savannah. 

"And, with your kind permission, Mr. Brady, I will 
delay explaining this business of mine until Miss Mont- 
gomery arrives," he went on to say. 

Now General Tanner was manifestly not a man to be 
argued with, so Old King Brady merely bowed. 

Mrs. Tanner was not at the mills with her husband. He 
was living in the big house, which was the only one of con- 
sequence in the little hamlet which had grown up around 
the mills, alone with a large retinue of colored servants. 

Old King Brady knew nothing about the man's private 
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affairs, so he could only guess at the nature of this secret 
summons. 

The first night at the dinner table General Tanner told 
the old detective that Death Swamp harbored a desperate 
band of outlaws, which had managed to maintain them- 
selves there for over two years, and that their leader was 
an educated Portuguese named Pedro Bratanza, commonly 
known in the neighborhood as "Pete, the Portugee." 

This band held up several trains and had also raided 
successfully three banks, forcing the cashiers to turn over 
their funds. 

Besides this they had robbed the stores connected with 
the different sawmills and committed various other depre- 
dations. 

Many of the gang were negroes, but there were several 
whites among them. 

Three separate armed expeditions had been made into 
the Death Swamp against this desperate band, but without 
success. 

The first two simply failed to find the outlaws, while the 
third fared worse, for while in camp in the swamp on the 
first night the band descended upon them and several were 
killed while others were seriously wounded, and those left 
were glad to beat a hasty retreat. 

Naturally, Old King Brady surmised that he was wanted 
to capture the Portuguese by stratagem, but General Tan- 
ner did not say so, nor did he even intimate that Old King 
Brady's summons had anything to do with these people. 

Thus the old detective had been kept guessing, but he 
had heard enough of "Pete the Portugee" and his doings 
to make him listen to General Tanner's reply with a sink- 
ing heart. 

"Has this Portuguese ever been known to attack a boat 
before ?" he asked. 

"Well, I ean't say that he has," replied the general, "but 
what I fear is that he has been tipped off as to my inten- 
tions in bringing you and your people here, Mr. Brady. 
He is a very shrewd proposition, more so than people are 
generally aware of. But come into my office, my clear sir. 
This settles it. 1 must wait no longer about explaining 
myself. I will tell you my whole sad story right now. I 
trust you will respect my confidence. Really, I believe 
Mrs. Tanner would divorce me if she knew why I have 
brought yon here." 

" Your story is as safe with me as it can be with any one, 
'general," replied Old King Brady. "As matters seem to 
have turned out, it is a pity that you did not confide in me 
sooner, for in that case I might have warned my partners 
of their danger." 

"I certainly deserve the rebuke," replied the general, 
"but as it can't be helped, let us say no more about it." 

"Mr.. Bellows," he said to his bookkeeper, for they were 
now in the office, "oblige me by looking outside for half an 
hour or so, I want to have a private talk with Mr. Brady." 

The bookkeeper departed, and General Tanner locked 
the door. 

"Mr. Brady," he said, "I must begin by informing you 
that I am the father of two children. My eldest, a daugh- 
ter, Minnie by name, is eighteen years old. My other child 
is a son; Tom is his name. He is fourteen. I am a man 
who has devoted himself to his children, while as for Mrs. 



Tanner, she has simply idolized them and completely 
spoiled .them both. We have been much to blame for the 
misfortunes which have come upon us. But enough of 
this. Let me come to the point. 

"A little less than a year ago while my family was living 
here my Tom suddenly disappeared. 

"He entered the edge of Death Swamp to shoot reed 
birds, although I had expressly forbidden him to set foot 
in it. He was a good boy, but his mother had never exacted 
obedience from him, and he would not always obey me. 

"Of course, our first thought was that he might have 
shot himself or have been drowned in the swamp, or pos- 
sibly that he had lost his way. Every effort was made to 
find him or to learn his fate. As far as was possible the 
swamp was scoured, but we could find no trace of the boy. 
His mother went almost insane, and I tell you I had my 
hands full. 

"That was the time the third expedition against Pete 
the Portugee was sent out. I didn't tell you so before, but 
I led that expedition in person and came very near losing 
my life. On the occasion of the fight, one of the white 
men, all of whom were masked, shouted: 'Tanner, I've 
got your boy, and if I hear of you making a move against 
me again I intend to kill him. I am Pete the Portugee !' " 

"Indeed, indeed!" exclaimed Old King Brady, "this is 
sad enough. General, you have my full sympathy." 

"Sad!" cried General Tanner bitterly. "Why. Mr. 
Brady, that was only the beginning. I took Mrs. Tanner 
to Atlanta. She will never come here again, probably, and 
at last I succeeded in quieting her. About that lime Min- 
nie was introduced to a handsome young Brazilian at a 
party. His name was Pedro Bratanza " 

"What!" exclaimed Old King Brady. "Not Pete the 
Portugee?" 

" Even so," replied General Tanner, sadly. 

"But you don't mean to tell me — — " 

"That my Minnie has married that scoundrel!" broke in 
the general. "Mr. Brady, it is so, and now you know the 
whole sad truth. I warned her mother against the fellow, 
who was reputed to be very rich, but she wouldn't listen, f 
begged and pleaded with Minnie herself and tried to make 
her understand that we really knew nothing about the man, 
but she also simply would not listen. She appeared to be 
perfectly fascinated with him. The whole affair occu- 
pied less than a month, and it ended when one sad morn- 
ing we awoke, my poor wife and I, to find our darling gone 
and a letter left behind stating that Bratanza was Pete 
the Portugee, and that even knowing the maimer of man 
he was, she had eloped with him, and that she had done it 
because she loved him and for Tom's sake. The letter went 
on to say that this wretch had promised to restore my boy 
to me. Needless to say it was not done." 

"And your daughter, general?" said Old King Brady in 
a voice full of sympathy. ' 

"We have never heard directly from her since," replied 
the general, "but she has been seen in the swamp by a 
negro in my employ seated in a boat with a dark. I'nn'is:n 
looking man whom we suppose to be her husband: The 
man, if you can believe him, described her as looking miser- 
ably sad and greatly wasted, probably from the effecls of ibc 
deasue or breakbone fever which i* verv cjy.'.mo!'. in the 
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swamp in summer, although there is no clanger whatever 
at this season." 

"And we are wanted to see what we can do in the mat- 
ter?" 

"Exactly. Mr. Brady, I want my children. Doubtless 
Minnie has had enough of it by this lime. Her mother 
swears that she will never take her back, hut I will. If 
Tom still lives I want him, of course. We have kept Min- 
nie's case a profound secret. Our friends in Atlanta believe 
that she is traveling abroad. That is why 1 have made*so 
much mystery about it. My plan in sending for you was 
this. I have heard much of your doings, and have been 
particularly attracted by what I have read of Miss Mont- 
gomery's wonderful ability." 

"She is, indeed, a very able woman," broke in Old King 
Brady, "but how did vou propose tQ use her?" 

"I have never ceased 1o work over the matter myself." 
replied the general, "and in so doing I succeeded in getting 
into the good graces, by the liberal use of money, of course, 
of an old negro named Catsar Johnson, who lives on the 
edge of Death Swamp about a mile from here. He is the 
person who saw Minnie in the boat. I have reason to be- 
lieve that he deceived me and that he goes to the outlaws' 
camp right along; at any rate, he assures me that both my 
children live, and when I finally got him worked up to a 
point where 'he agreed to pilot some woman into the camp 
that she might plead with Minnie to abandon this wild 
life and come back to us, 1 used my influence to bring you 
to my aid, feeling that Miss Montgomery would be just 
exactly adapted to the work." 

"A s indeed she is," said Old King Brady. "But, gen- 
eral, why, may 1 ask, did you not apply to me direct?" 

"Because I feared you would refuse to come so far for 
such a purpose at the request of a stranger. I had it in 
my power to reach you through the United States Secret 
Service Bureau, and I excited that power — that is all." 

"1 probably should have declined the case." said Old 
King Brady, frankly. u hv.i now thai I am here I 
it-.t t until 1 ha\e downed this desperate band." 

"And if what we rear is true, you now have 
motive," added use genera!. "Cut, Mr. Brady, we must 
ad. and thai at once. My naphtha launch is at your ser- 
vice, a? are as many of my men as you may need. I sug- 
gest that you lake it and run up through the Rattlesnake 
as a starter. Something may have happened to simply 
strand votir partners. They would find it exceedingly dilii- 
t-ult, in fact almost impe-sible, to get here on .foot." 

'•The sugge-iiou i.« a good one and shall be promptly 
acted upon." replied the o!d detective. "Whom would you 
suggest as a companion ?*' 

"There is Kd Bellow-, my bookkeeper. KdN a good fel- 
low and as brave us they make 'em. He's a dead shot, too, 
and a man in every way to be relied upon. Besides, lie 
understand? how to handle the launch." 

"Which is more than I do." said Old King Bradv 



"Rely on me," said Old King Brady, and then General 
Tanner summoned Bellows. 

"Mr. Bellows," he said. "Mr. Brady's two partners, whom 
we were expecting, started from Savannah on the Quitman, 
it seems. Captain Curtis managed to run her aground in 
the Gooseneck, and young Mr. Brady, anxious to get ahead, 
started through the Rattlesnake by small boat. They were 
due here not later than six last evening. I am greatly 
afraid that they have fallen into the clutches of Pete the 
Portugeo." 

| "That don't sound very nice," replied Bellows, who was 
! a handsome, athletic-looking voting man of ncrhaps twi ntv- 
! eight." 

"But," he added. "I don't know that I ever heard of 
Pete showing himself along the Rattlesnake." 
i "To tell you the truth. Ed," continued the general, "I 
brought Mr. Brady down here for no oiher purpose than to 
Intake an attempt to recover Tom and down that band." 
j "I supposed so," replied Ed. "lie better take the launch 
and run through the Rattlesnake. Perhaps he may find 
that it isn't so." 

"Exactly what T have suggested, and I want vou to go 
with him," replied the general. "I'll stay here and make 
memoranda of everything, so yon can write up vour book 
later." ' 

"All right, sir." said Ed. "I'll get the launch ready 
right away." 

He was as good as his word, and within half an hour, 
with Bookkeeper Bellows as guide. Old King Brady started 
up the Rattlesnake. 
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knows all about his. case." 



CHAPTER III. 

STIiAXPEn OX TIIK F.O'l V. OF DKATH SWAM?. 

The Rattlesnake, as we have said, was a very narrow 
channel, and it probably derived its name from the fact 
that it wound in and out like the coils of a snake. 

The low tide obtained here that wim.1v afternoon as well 
as elsewhere, and to this is to be attributed the beginning 
of the trouble into which Harry and Alice fell, for the 
Rattle make was full of shibs and debi i? from the sawmills 
on Bradlee Inlet, of which General Tanner's was only 
one. 

Tins material was constantly bring thrown into the inlet, 
which should not have been allowed. 

Much of it floated off out to sea. some was sucked into 
the Rattlesnake at ebb tide. ITidoubtodly much of it 
passed through to the Gooseneck, and finally found its way 
to the ocean by that channel, but a great deal of it floated 
back and forth, until finally becoming water-logged, it 
sank. 

Thus the bottom of the Rattlesnake was freely strewn 
with that sort. of stuff. 

Three times the boat grazed some sunken log, and at last 
came a time when Harry's right-hand oar struck a hidden 
snag with such force that it broke short off, and this hap- 
pened when they Were about half way through. 

"Botheration !" growled Young King Brady. "What in 
the world arc we going to do now?" 

"You'll have to scull, 1 suppose," replied Alice. 

Harry looked at the remaining oar dubiously. 
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"This one seems none too strong," he said., "Th/se oars "Well, even so, don't worry about it," replied Alice, 
wore nothing hut junk, anyway. I am almost afraid to try cheerfully. "I'm not afraid to be wherever you are, Harry, 
to scull with a thing so frail." 

"Meanwhile, it will soon be dark, Harry. It's Hobson's 
choice." ! 

Harry began sculling then, but his fears proved to be well 
founded, for lie had been at it but a few minutes when the 
same thing happened to the other oar. 

"There!" cried Harry. "So much for listening to the' 
mggestion of a man I knew to be a fool. We ought never 
to have left the steamer. Xow we are up against it the 
worst kind of way." 

"I suppose we can walk," said Alice. "We have come 
quite a way. It can't be so very far now." . 

"That's what we shall have to do." replied Harry, "but 

th 



uestion is how to get ashore." 



It won't be the first time we have slept in the open." 
"But this wind?" 

"It is dying down, and I see the stars peeping out. I 
don't believe it is going to rain after all." 

"If there was even a tree to shelter us; this wretched 
place seems to have been entirely cut over." 

"There are trees on ahead there, Harry. Let us get to 
them before it is quite dark." 

Alice is certainly a good one to travel with. Circum- 
stances never interfere with her cheerfulness and good 
judgment. 

She and Harry are lovers and are practically engaged. 
Her confidence, in him is absolute, and his affection for her 
intense. 



Ihe 



channel was down in a hole from which a slowing 



They pushed on towards the fringe of trees, and as they 
stretch of mud ascended to the bank on either side. did so Harry spied a light among them. 

Unfortunately the tide was taking them back by the way 1 "A house, perhaps," he said, "but I fancy it can't be 
they had come, thus every moment increased the distance much of an establishment. Probably just some woodcut- 
thev would have to walk. : ter's hut." 

Young King Brady did not hesitate. j And this is what it proved to be. 

Taking off his shoes and stockings, he rolled his trousers ' There were 'several of the huts, but in one alone a light 



up to his knees and stepped overboard. 

He went ankle deep in the mud, but he had expected 
this and was glad to find it no worse. 

Toiling up the slope, dragging the heavy boat with 
Alice's weight added, was no light undertaking, but he 
managed to accomplish it and at last Alice was able to go 
ashore dry shod. 

Harry then dragged the boat far up on the grass and sat 
down to clean his feet as best he could, and get on his 
shoes and stockings. 

All this had taken time, and it was now almost dark, so 
they lost not a moment in pressing forward. 

They had not proceeded far, however, before they came 
to an aim of Death Swamp which here extended right down 
to the Kattlesnake. 

Soft mud lay before them for a space of several yards, 
but even if they could have surmounted that difficulty it 



burned. 

Young King Brady peered in through the window and 
saw that the light proceeded from a roaring fire, which 
had been built in the open hearth. 

He could see nobody inside, so he opened the door of the 
hut and stepped in. 

The interior was rudely furnished with table, chairs, and 
so on. 

Upon the table lay a pair of saddle-bags and a fine re- 
volver. 

It looked as if the person who built the fire must have 
ridden to the place. 

There was a loft above reached by a ladder, rip which 
Harry called, asking if there was any one there, but there 
was no reply. 

"We are butting in on somebody, that's sure," remarked 
Harry. "He can't be far away. We will wait for what 



would have done them little good, for beyond the mud was comes." 
a broad stream emptying into the Kattlesnake. j He had scarcely spoken when footsteps were heard out- 

Young King Brady surveyed the situation in silent dis- side, and a man of perhaps thirty years entered the hut. 
mar. j He was rather a small person and of wiry build. 

"Alice, this is terrible!" ho exclaimed. "We can't go His eyes and hair were coal black, he looked like a for- 
anv further. It is simply impossible. I don't know what eigner, but not exactly like an Italian, nor yet a Spaniard, 
in the world we shall ever do." Harry did not just know how to place him, and not even 

"You can swim the stream, Harry, press on to Tanner's when he spoke did it help matters any, as his English was 
mills, and come back after me in another boat." : perfect. 

"But can I get to the stream ? I doubt it." ' "Who are you V he demanded sharply. "Where on earth 



He looked about and, finding a long stick, tested the mud 
at various points. 

"Nothing doing!" he declared. "I shall go head under 
if I try it- The only thing we can do is to follow the stream 
up and see if we can't find some chance to cross." 

They pressed on, but conditions grew worse instead of 
better. The stretch of mud seemed to widen with every 



did you drop from?" 

'"'We are accidents," replied Harry, on his guard for not 
knowing why he had been summoned to this dismal region; 
there was no telling whether or no it would be safe to give 
his true name. 

"My name is Henry Skinner," he added. "This lady is 
my wife. We were heading for General Tanner's place, and 



step they took, and there was more of it on the other side came down the .coast on the Lucy Quitman. She went 
of the stream. aground in a channel they call the Gooseneck, and as she 

"Alice," said Harry at last, "we are in for it. We shall seemed likely to stay there, we started for Tanner's mills 
have to stay here all night." I by rowboat " 
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"Through the Rattlesnake ?" 
"Yes." 

"And what happened to send you here?" 

"Both oars broke. We could not go ahead with the tide 
against us. We did not dare drift back for fear we should 
go out to sea in the dark." 

"As you undoubtedly would have done. You tried to 
walk it, I suppose, and found yourself up against Death 
Swamp." 

"We found ourselves up against a swamp. Undoubtedly 
it would have spelled death to us if we had attempted to 
>cross it." 

"It surely would. Then vou saw my light and came 
here." 

"That's it. I hope we are not intruding." 
"Of course you are intruding, but I can readily believe 
your story. It can't be helped." 
*"If yen could guide us- " 

"To General Tanners? I can't. Simply out of the 
question. You would have to go back five miles along this 
ridge before you could safely cross the swamp. I see noth- 
ing for it but to keep you here all night, very much to my 
own discomfort." 

"I deeply • regret the necessity of forcing myself , upon 
your hospitality. Could we not. sleep in one of the other 
huts ?" 

"That's what you will have to do. I can't keep you here. 
Presently others will join me. They are but a rough lot, 
and I would not be answerable for your safety. It is very 
provoking. You are strangers to me, and consequently I 
have nothing against you. I should really like to help you. 
Trouble is I don't see my way clear to do it." 

Moreover, the man showed no disposition to tell his 
'name. 

Harry liked the situation less and less as the moments 
advanced. 

"It seems to me that one of the other huts is the solu- 
tion of the problem," he said. "We are people who know 
how to mind our own business. We don't mind remaining 
in the dark. If you don't tell your friends we are there, 
there is no real reason why they should know." 

"I guess that's about the size of it," replied the man, 
"but I have no possible means of making you comfortable. 
What is more, you will just have to remain in the dark or 
I cannot be answerable for your lives." 

"Is it so serious as that ?" 

"Just as serious as that. Follow me." 

He took a lantern down from a hook on the wall and, 
lighting it, led the way to the most v distant hut of the' 
group. 

"I' believe there are some old sticks of furniture in this 
hut," he said, "but I don't know just what. You want to 
look out for rattlesnakes, too. This region is noted for 
them. Ha ! There's one on the job now !" 

A loud buzzing was heard as he stepped into the hut. 

He .stepped out again in | hurry, and, looking about, 
found a stout stick. 

"This will do the business, I fancy," he said, and he 
boldly entered the hut. There was some jumping about, 
end the sound of blows struck against the floor. 

"You can come in now," the man called, and when 



Harry and Alice passed inside there lay a huge rattler dead 
on the floor. 

"His mate is surely here somewhere," said the man as 
he raised the snake on the end of the stick and threw it 
out through the open door, "so be on your guard. Let's see 
; what there is upstairs." 

They ascended the ladder and found in the loft four 
wire spring cots with mattresses, but no bedding. 
| "Better than I expected," said the man. "Xow listen! 
You can spend the night here. I have no refreshments to 
offer you. I can do nothing whatever for you. Some time 
in the early morning these men will go away. On no ac- 
count venture out until they have departed. Then follow 
j this ridge in a straight line, due west, that is until you 
i come to a well defined path, which you will follow to the 
left. This will bring you to a bridge crossing the stream 
; which blocked your way. The path continues on the other 
i side. Follow it for three miles, and you will come out on 
the, road which leads to Tanner's mills. They lie to the 
eastward a mile and a half. Do you follow me, Mr. Skin- 
ner?" 

i "Perfectly," replied Harry. "T shall do precisely as you 
1 say. Do you happen to know General Tanner?" ' 

"Know him!" cried the man with a peculiar smile. 
i "Well, I am inclined to think I do. But I'm not asking 
I you your business, young fellow, so don't question me as 
to mine, or it may prove the worse for you. Xow, good- 
night. I trust that it may not be necessary for us to meet 
again. I also trust that the lady rests as well as can be 
expected under the circumstances." 

Thus saying, the man raised the broad-brimmed hat 
which he wore and withdrew. 

"What a peculiar adventure," observed Alice as soon as 
he was out of hearing. "Harry, what in the world can it 
all mean?" 

| "It means crooked business, of course," replied Harry. 
"For a guess it means that there is a band of outlaws 
which holds out hi this swam]). That man is expecting 
them. Pehaps he is their leader, but at all events he lias 
no confidence in his ability to restrain them. Upon my 
word, Alice, I could wish we were anywhere else." 

"Xow don't begin fretting over the situation, Harry. 
Let's take it easy and hope for the best. Of course, you will 
follow his orders implicitly." 

"I don't know whether I will or not. Do you know, 
Alice, it very forcibly comes to me that it is to down these 
very fellows that we have been summoned to Tanner's 
Mills." 

"It might be '■o. So much the more reason for us being 
on our guard." 

"Aren't you afraid of the snakes?" 

"Horribly afraid. But what can we do?" 

"One thing I shall not do, and that is to close my eyes, 
to-night, so you may sleep in peace. Eattlesuakes don't 
climb ladders. You are safe enough upstairs." 

" You must remain there too, Harry." 

"Xo; I stay down here. I'll sit in that chair all night 
We are certainly in the greatest danger and can't be too 
careful. Ha ! Did you hear that ?" 

In the distance, in the direction of the Kattlesnake, a 
shot rang out. 
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"Revolver I" said Harry. 

"I fancy so,'' replied Alice. "There lie comes."' 

They 'could sec the man emerge from the other hut by 
the iie'it of the lantern he carried. 

He diew a revolver and fired into the air. 

"A signal, and that was the answer !*' cried Harry. 

"!(■'! He is waving the lantern.*' he added. "Visitors 
via 1 he Rattlesnake. I wonder if these can be the people 
he exacted?" 

"lie is waving the lantern?" 

"Yes: as a further signal. Stand back a little. He may 

SC • U : ." 

'They stood watching for about ten minutes. 

Mem while the man advanced in the direction of the 
R.jtle-nake and passed out of sight, although they could 
still follow the moving light. 

It was just at this time when a clatter qf hoofs was heard, 
and ten men rode into the camp. 

Tim four foremost ones were masked and carried lan- 
terns suspended from their saddle?, those who followed 
writ- all negroes, and a desperate looking lot they were. 

All dismounted at the hut in which the fire burned, and 
two went inside. 

They immediately came out again, and Harry and Alice 
heard one say: 

"Why, Pete hain't there. He's evidently been there, 
though." 

" Perhaps they have come." suggested one of the others. 
" 1 r-ce a light away down there by the Rattlesnake. He 
niay have gone to meet them." 

"That must be it," said the first speaker. "Let's put up 
the horses, boys. We may as well make ourselves at home." 

They started to lead their horses then, and to Harry's 
horror moved directly towards the hut in which he and 
Alice were concealed. 



f "Whether blackmail has ever been demanded of him for 
the return of his son." 

" Sever, and that is what makes me feel so sure that lorn 
is dead." 

I "But as I understand it he has the statement of 1 eta 
bin-self to the contrary.*' 

"What does that amount to? 1 was with him that I lino. 
The man was marked. You can't tell whether it was any- 
thing move than bluff or not, and I for one don t believe it 

' wajotkerwise whv don't he ask for a ransom? Pete the 
Povtugee isn't the 'sort to bother with the boy for nothing." 

; "Did vou ever see him?" 

I " Xot unless I saw him that time, and as T couldn't <ee 
the fellow's face, that goes for nothing. Sometimes 1 think 
he never had the boy." 

i "It is hard to understand his motive in that case.'' 
' "Oh. 1 don't know. General Tanner made himself very 
, busv aaainsi Pete before over the. boy disappeared. 



keen the general ou t 



le ragged edge, 



CHAPTER IV. 

OLD KI>G BTSADY GETS B'SY ON THE TRAIL. 

Ed Bellows certainly understood the management of a 
naphtha launch. 

lie was a big, broad-shouldered fellow with yellow hair 
and a small mustache of the same unusual color, with big, 
round, blue eyes and very prominent teeth. 

He proved a very talkative person, too, and he began at 
Old King Brady at once. 

"Really, Mr. Brady, with all due respect I don't see 
wh 't you can do against this gang more than has been done 
already," he said. "I, personally, have hunted the Death 
Swamp over, but you can't get near to Pete the Portugee's 
bunch, and to do it would mean sure death." 

••Sometimes a stranger can do what another can't," re- 
plied the old detective. "I have had much experience with 
these outlaw bands." 

"Then again, I have no sort of idea that Tom Tanner 
still lives," continued Ed. "I suppose the general has told 
you the whole story." 

"I think he has, but there is one point on which I neg- 
lected to question him. Perhaps you may be able to supply 
the desired information." 

"What is that?" 



motive may be just to keep 
so to speak." 

"What i? the man's history, do you know?" • 
"Thev say he was originally a smuggler in New Or- 
leans.'' 

"The general tells me lie is an educated num.'* 
"That's what they say, but I don't think any one really 
knows it. Would an educated man bury him-c!f in a mis- 
erable swamp along with a hunch of nigger.,? It don't 
stand to reason. I hope he hasn't captured your people, 
though." 

"Look !" said Old King Brady, pointing ahead. "There 
is a large rowboat lying on the shore. Can that he the one 
thev used ?" 

"We can soou tell," said Ed. "Captain Curtis said that 
it had the name of his -teamev painted on the stern." 

The tide was now high and they were consequently able 
to pull directly up to where the boat lay. 

Sure enough, on the stern was the name "Lucy Quit-, 
man." 

"Unquestionably the boat thev were in," declared Kd, 

"I see no oars," replied Old King Brady, "but stay! 
Here's the handle of a broken one lying in the bottom of 
the boat. This explains what happened. They must have 
lost one oar and broken the other while trying to scull." 

The truth was that Harry in his vexation threw away 
the handle of the first oar he broke, leaving that of the sec- 
ond in the boat. 

They made the launch fast to a young [line and went 
ashore. 

"Now I don't want to discourage vou. Mr. Brady," said 
Ed. "hut it seems to me the chances are thev started to 
walk after the accident. If so " 

"Well, why do you pause? Let's have your thoughts, 
young man." 

"Come and see for yourself," said Ed, and he led Old 
King Brady to the place where Harrv and Alice were 
turned back by the arm of Death Swamp. 

The old detective gazed upon the slimv ooze in silence. 

"You mean that they probably got 'mired there," he 
said. 

"Don't it look like it ?" 
"It's a bad spot, certainly." 
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'"It would be sure death to try to cross it, Mr. Brady." 
"And it was worse last night than it is now on account of 
the low tide."' 
'•Much worse."' 

"Nevertheless, that don't scare me, Ed. My partners are 
both people of ordinary common sense. Why should they 
undertake so foolhardy a proceeding? Take it from me, 
they never did." 

"It's the only way they could get to Bradlee Inlet on foot 
without going five miles back into the swamp, and as they 
didn't know the way and night was coming on, of course it 
is not to he supposed that they did anything of the sort." 

"AH the same I propose to start on that self-same trail 
if von will act as my guide, Ed." 

"That's what I'm here for," replied Ed, "so if you are 
ready to go. then I am." 

"We will go now, then," said Old King Brad v. "Lead 
on." 

As thev walked along Ed explained to the old detective , 3roacne: | ^j ie j iu ^. 
that all this land belonged to General Tanner, and that! 1 ^ ^ .j ^ 

ri«-ht ahead of them was a deserted lumber camp. > . ' , , , 

1 i of red sand, with scarcely any grass, they were clear and 

distinct. 



'"T suppose you are a judge, Mr. Brady. It would foot 
me every time." 

"I ought to be a judge; I have had experience enough 
with such matters. Yes, this is surely a counterfeit. This 
is important. 'It gives us a motive for Pete the Portmtee, 
as you call him, hiding as he does. The outlaw business 
is just done to keep his gang of retainers quiet, and this 
is his real business." 

"Pretty good for a theory, but how came the bill here? 
This deserted camp certainly can't be their hold-out." 

"I have no idea that it is." replied Old King Brady. 
"With your permission I'll give you a good bill for your 
find, and keep it." 

Ed accepted the five, somewhat to Old King Brady's sur- 
prise. 

They visited the loft. 

There were no beds here and no trace of occupancy, 
j Going outside, Old King Brady proceeded to examine the 
I footprints which he had observed when they first ap- 



As the soil of this slightly elevated ridge was composed 



l Wc- finished cutting this tract. over three years ago," he 
said. "It's about five miles long and two wide. About the 
best piece of timber the general had left. Some of our 
stuff is here yet. I've been meaning to get it away, but 
somehow I never seem to get around to it. There are the 
lints in the distance. Wish we had 'em over at our new 
camp. W,e've got to begin building six new ones next 
week." 

They advanced to the lints. 

The fists one they came to was the one which Harry and 
Alice first struck the night before. 

Of course, it is not to be supposed that Old King Brady's 
sharp eyes failed to instantly detect signs of recent occu- 
pancy. 

The coals on the blackened hearth, the cigar stumps and 
heels of pipes which littered the floor as well as other 
things, told the story. 

"There has been a bunch of men here no later than last 
night," he declared. 

"By Jove! and thev have left some of their wealth be- 
hind them, too!" exclaimed Ed. 

Stooping down he reached in under the table and picked 
up a new $5 bill. 



"Could hardly have been Pete's gang. They wouldn't . Ed, incredulously 



The old detective studied them for what appeared to Ed 
an unnecessarily long time. 

"They tell the story," he said at last after going all over 
the ground, and in some places examining the footprints 
through a magnifying glass. "My partners were certainly 
here." 

"How can you possibly tell?" demanded Ed. 

"See there, young man. What do you make of that?" 
asked Old King Brady, pointing. 

" Why, it's a woman's footprint." / 

"Certainly. And as I have made a study of such things, 
it is not at all strange that I should be able to identify it as 
Miss Montgomery's. This man's footprint alongside of it 
is Young King Brady's. They were not the first ones to 
approach this place since the last rain, however. Here, if 
you follow me, we have a line of footprints. They were 
made by a man of moderate height who came on horseback. 
Afterwards ten men came on horseback. The man first 
referred to went towards the Kattlesnake, carrying a lan- 
tern later, and returned with two men who carried empty 
dress suit-cases." 

lieally, Mr. Brady, that is going a shade too far!" cried 



have been throwing their money around," he said 
"Let me see that bill," demanded Old King Brady. 
He took it from the bookkeeper and examined it closely. 
"How Ions has Pete's gang been organized?" he asked. 
"About two years," replied Ed. 

"Indeed ! It is just a year ago since this well executed 
counterfeit first appeared. I told the Government at 
the time that I believed it originated in the South from 
certain facts which came into my possession, but they 
wouldn't listen, and since then the Secret Service men have 
been scouring the country to find the counterfeiters. Here 
we have the proof that I was right." 

"Do vou mean to sav that's a counterfeit?" demanded 
Ed. 

"It is nothing else." 



"Not at all," replied Old King Brady. "Just let me 
show you how easy it all is." 
"But the lantern?" 

"Was over full. See where the drops of oil fell from the 
bottom of it?" 

"Well, that's so. It does look like oil." 

"It is oil. Were it water it would have dried up long 
ago. See, here is where he went, and here is where he 
returned, and two others with him. Here is where they 
set down their, dress suit-cases as they approached the door 
of this hut. The impressions are faint, therefore the suit- 
cases must have been empty." 

Ed was bound to admit the impressions of the dress suit- 
cases in the sand, for they were plain, though faint. 

"Now to follow up my partner's tracks after they left the 
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hut," Old King Brad}' said. "Here we have them, and 
the short man went with them. Look over there. You 
will see where he returned alone with his lantern, which 
was shedding its surplus oil more freely, then showing that 
he attended to their case before he went towards the Rat- 
tlesnake to meet those two men with the suit-eases." 

"It is really wonderful!" cried Ed. 

"It is simply a study," replied Old King Brady. "You 
understand the lumber business, I the detective business. 
That is all. There is nothing wonderful about it. To me 
it is all as plain as print. Ida ! They went to this hut, and, 
bv -love, thev found a rattler in it, for one of them has 
killed it." 

"There are lots of them around here," said Ed. "He's a 
big fellow all right, though." 

"And now for proof that my partners were here," said 
Old King Brady as they entered the hut. "It is a custom 
of ours in a case like this to leave some little proof of our 
presence behind us in case the other follows up the trail. 
An X with four o's in the angles done in white chalk will 
be about what I am looking for. See anything of the sort, 
Ed?" 

"I do!" cried Ed. "As sure as yon live, there it : is -!" 

He pointed to a place on the wall, and there, sure 
enough, on a log was the sign. ,., 

"That settles it," declared Old King Brady. "Ilar/v 
was here, and if Alice had not been with him one would' 
be missing." 

"Anything more?" asked Ed. 

"Don't know," replied Old King Brady. "Depends upon 
how and when they left here. There may he a note. Let 
us see." 

They hunted the room over, but found nothing. 

"Wait," said Old King Brady. "Let us look under the 
door-step. It is a place we often use. Yes, sure enough. 
Here we have it." 

It was a folded scrap of paper which, when opened, re- 
vealed to Ed's eyes only a lot of unmeaning letters. 

It was, however, a simple cipher which the Bradys often 
use, and from it the old detective was able to deduce what 
he now gave out. 

"They have started on foot westward. Left just at day- 
break. Counterfeiters have been here, as I said," he re- 
marked. 

"Well!" cried Ed, "yon. certainly are a queer bunch." 

"Not at all," replied Old King Brady. "W T e are simply 
a business-like bunch. As I said before, the lumber busi- 
ness has its mysteries, and so has our business, all equally 
plain to experts in both lines, but now what about this 
westerly trail? Where will it lead them to?" 

"To Tanner's Mills, if it is rightly followed," replied Ed. 

"Then that's the trail for me," said Old King Brady. 
"Do you come with me or are you afraid to risk your 
launch ?" 

"I suppose I ought to go with you," replied Ed, "but I 
am afraid of the launch, to tell the honest truth. But I 
tell you what it is, Mr. Brady, we can make time by doing 
it differently. Let's return by the launch. We may find 
your partners at the mills. If so, it's all you want; if not, 
we'll saddle horses and go over that same trail from the 



other end. It will be better' than a nine and a half mile 
walk, and that is what it means." 
"I'll do it," said Old King Brady. 

"It will be a saving of time, I assure you," declared 
Ed, and they accordingly started back to the Rattlesnake. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE START FOR DEATH SWAMP. 

The scare which came to Harry and Alice when they 
«aw the men lending their horses in the direction of the 
hut proved groundless, for they quickly turned aside and - 
went to another and larger log hut. 

Probably this was a barn, for they came out without 
their horses and returned to the hut where the fire was. 

Harry and Alice continued to watch, and scon thev saw 
their man, whom it will be remembered had been alluded te- 
as Pete, returning in companv with two others. 

The strangers were dressed in city style and, as Old King 
Brady had said, each carried a dress suit-case, which they 
set clown near the door of the hut, where thev were intro- 
duced to, and shook hands with the other white men, who 
now removed their masks. 

Meanwhile the negroes had gone off to another and more 
distant hut, where they were engaged in building a fire, as 
I the light shining through the window showed. 

The strangers were now taken into the first hut. 

Harry's curiosity knew no bounds. 

"If I could only catch on to what they were do ; ng in 
there," he said. 

"For heaven's sake, don't think of it," cried Alice, 
"That man seemed friendly disposed towards us. Remem- 
ber the warning he gave, and let us mind our own busi- 
ness." 

"But, Alice, this may be our business. It may be to get 
busy after this very gang that we were sent for." 

"I know, but be reasonable. Look at the odds against 
us. Can you doubt for an instant after what was said 
that they would kill us if we attempted to interfere with 
their affairs?" 

"I suppose I must be good," replied Harry, and he said 
no more on the matter, but secretly he resolved to try it if 
he got the chance. 

The evening wore on. 

Several things, none of Hhich are scarcely worthy of 
note, occurred. 

In the first place one of the white men revisited the barn, 
and presently returned carrying a large stone jug. 

After the passing of said jug through the tloor of the 
hut it was not long before the voices grew so loud and bois- 
terous that Harry and Alice could hear them, still they 
could not make out the words. 

It was safe to conclude that the jug contained whiskey, 
and probably swamp distilled at that. 

Meanwhile -a savory smell of cooking had arisen from 
the hut where the darkies were, and after awhile sundry 
pans of food were carried over to the other hut. 
j Then there was quiet for awhile, but later the racket 
grew worse and worse, until at last it died away and the 
fire went out, although the lantern still shone through the 
window. 
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Nor was it a bit better in the hut where the blacks were, 
worse if anything, but even they quieted down at last. 
It was now nearly midnight. 

Harry begged Alice to upstairs and lie down, saying 
that everybody was probably drunk by this time, and it 
would be safe enough so long as he was on the watch. 

It was now apparent that Pete had not exaggerated their 
danger a bit. 

But the name conveyed no meaning to Young King 
Brady, for he had never heard vi Pete the Portugee and 
his gang. 

Harry had by no means forgotten his desire to gain in- 
formation about these people. 

As soon as he was satisfied that Alice was actually asleep 
he set out to gratify his curiosity. 

Stealing out of the hut he crouched low, and in that 
position made his way across the open space to the other 
hut, where lie ventured to peer in through the window from 
which the lantern shone. 

It was as he supposed. 

All hands were drunk and asleep on the floor. 

The two strangers, who were evidently Italians, were as 
sound as the rest. Their dress suit-cases stood in a corner. 

One of the men clutched in his hand a package of new 
bills. On the table, soiled by slops of the whiskey glasses, 
was a bill which looked so tempting to Young King Brady 
that he went in on tip-toes and secured it. 

Nobody stirred, and Harry was able to gain the other 
hut undiscovered. 

Here by the aid of his flashlight he carefully examined 
the bill. 

It was a ten, on a local Georgia bank. 
Harry had not the least difficulty in determining that it 
was a counterfeit, as he had suspected. 

He now felt that the mystery was explained. 

Here was a gang of counterfeiters whose hang-out was 
in the swamp. They had come out with their negro guards 
for no other purpose than to meet these two Italians, who 
were, of course, shovers of the "queer." 

"This is our call," he thought. "I must keep a sharp 
eye out. This is what we are wanted for, surest thing." 

Had he known anything of the way, Harry would surely 
have taken two of the horses and pulled out while he had 
so good a chance. 

But the risk seemed all too great, sp he continued to 
watch, when just before daybreak Pete came ottt of the 
hut. 

He put a whistle to his lips and blew several long, shrill 
blasts. 

In answer one of the negroes came staggering out of the 
other hut. 

"Ready, capting?" he, called. 

"All ready." was the reply. "Saddle up." 

"Very good, capting. Hit shall be did right away." 

Pete returned inside the hut, and presently came out 
again with the two Italians, who carried their suit-cases. 

All three walked off in the direction of the Rattlesnake. 

Harry now resolved to go upstairs and lie down on one 
of the cots, pretending to be asleep in case Pete came to the 
hut to investigate upon his return. 



And it was well that he so decided, for Pete did come 
about twenty minutes later. 

Harry heard him on the ladder and saw him out - of the 
corner of his eye. 

The man said nothing, but seeing him and Alice appar- 
ently sound asleep, immediately retreated. 

A little later Harry heard the hand go galloping away. 

He hurried downstairs and found that day was just 
dawning. 

Having made his chalk mark on the wall and scrawled 
that cipher line for Old King Brady's benefit on a leaf torn 
from his memorandum book, Young King Brady aroused 
Alice, and they started away without even venturing to 
visit the other hut lest Pete should be watching them. 

Not until they were well away from the deserted camp 
did Harry tell Alice what he had discovered. i 

"And, after all, yon did it !" she exclaimed. "How 
could you be so rash?" 

"I was bound to find out what it was all about, Alice, and 
so I did." 

"I might have known you would. Well, after all, I'm 
glad you made the discovery. We must keep a sharp eye 
out for the trail." 

■ "That's what we must. I have no doubt that these are 
the people We are after down here." 

'The' five miles were covered at last, and the cross-path 
discovered. 

The trail kept straight on among the pine stumps. 

Turning now to the left, they quickly came to the stream 
across which a rude log bridge had been thrown. Beyond 
lay the great swamp, and they had it with them for fully 
three miles, the trail leading over a narrow strip of sandy 
soil which rose slightly above the level. 

On they went, coming at last to the high road, and they 
had not followed this far before horses were heard ap- 
proaching, and up rode Bookkeeper Bellows and Old King 
Brady. " 

"At last!" cried the old detective. "Well, you are nice 
ones to give me such a scare. Why on earth didn't you 
come by train?" 

Harry explained their reasons. 

Ed was introduced, and then he offered Alice his horse, 
and the offer was accepted. 

Harry said next to nothing of their adventure?, being so 
ordered by a secret sign received from his chief. 

Of these secret signs the Bradys have a regular code. 

"Get on and ride," Old King Brady said to him. "I'll 
walk beside you. It is only a little way." 

"Not at all," replied Harry. "You keep your seat; I'll 
walk alongside. I have a whole lot to tell you. Are we 
down here after a bunch of queer makers?" 

"We are not." 

"Is that so? I made sure that we were. I ran into a 
bunch all the same." 
"I know' it." 
"You ?" 
"Yes." 
"But how?" 

"We were at that deserted lumber camp this morning, 
There I found your note and the proper sign indicating 
pour presence." 
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"Good ! I though like enough you would follow us up." 
"I also found a queer five under the table." 
"Did you then? I found a queer ten on the- table during 
the night. V 

'•Tell me all about it, Harry. While brother Bellows is 
entertaining Alice is vour chance, and I have also a story to 
tell." 

A perfect comparison of note? followed. 

"Well," said Harry at last, "I have certainly been the 
guest of Pete the Portugee, and. considering everything. I 
am bound to admit that he did the best he could for us. 
In fret. I rather took a liking for the man." 

'•Which is not to be considered." 

"Certainly not." 

"We are here for no other purpose than to. down that 
desperate band." 

'" I understand that. But under the circumstances I con- 
sider it remarkable that we escaped as easily as we did." 

They rode on to the sawwills, and Harry and Alice were 
introduced to General Tanner.-. 

"You have had a very narrow escape," declared the gen- 
eral. "From what I know of. this scoundrel I fail v to uh- 
derMsnd hew lie came to let yon off so easily." ~ !-'-„. 

The general was particularly interested in Alice, but 
doubtful as to how this peculiar turn of affairs was lijie.Pj'; to 
. afffet his plans.- i' ' 4 ' j F>; 

Ho took- them up to his house ami ordered meals pre- 
paid at once, as Harry and Alice had; not lasted food since 
noon the day before, and it was now after eleven, 
.-. '\Mv*plan was," said the genera]-, "for- you to 'get lost in 
the swamp, "Miss Montgomery, with the Bradys close be- 
hind vou. of course, and a big <vvse of. my men behind 
. the-n. in the hope Jhat Pete .might find y.ou. . If. an intel- 
ligent person like you could only pel next to my daughter 
something might he done. I thought if you .dared to ven- 
ture alone into this man's camp — — " 

'• »i to be thought of." broke in Marry. 

"Hold on," said Alice. "1 do-i't knew about. that, Pete 
. seemed fairly well disposed last r.ijrht,. but (hose negroes are 
certainly a terrible bunch." 

"They say he rules them with a r.o.i of iron,", declared 
the jjenc-ral. "Did he ask you why you were coming to my 
house?" 

"Xot a word wa* said except that lie knew you." 

"Tndeed he does. If we could only form some plan." 

They talked it over during dinner, which was ready 
shortly after twelve. 

Old King Brady, however, was entirely opposed to Alice 
assuming any such risk as the general suggested. 

.He was also opposed to entering the swamp at the head 
of a large band. 

"Xo good could -possibly come of it,** he. declared. 
"There is only one way, and that is an old way. We, three 
will go into Death Swamp together and alone. Wo will 
gtick together, and we shall try to bring out your children 
if they still live. General Tanner. Of course, if we can 
trap this counterfeiter, that is also our game." 

"But what will you do for a guide?" questioned the gen- 
erel. "You can never find your way about Death Swamp." 

: "Who can we get as a guide? Any' white .man whom 
yen can trust?" 



j "I know of none. The old white hunters who knew the 
I swamp are all dead. I can mention- two or three negroes, 
though." 

"How reliable are they?" 

General Tanner shrugged his shoulders. 

"The trouble is," he said, "all the negroes around here 
are related to each other. Nearly all have relations in 
Pete, the Portugce's band." 

"It won't do. We have our compasses and we have the 
trail to go by." 

"Yon can go by boat if you choose. The waterways cut 
the swamp everywhere." 

"Too dangerous. We will take horses. If these men 
Harry saw can ride about in the swamp, then so can we. 
It will be the best way." 

It was so decided and the start was made shortly after 
dinner. 

General Tanner had prepared a light camping outfit in 
anticipation of the Bradys' coming. 

At the last moment Ed Bellows wanted to go. 

"I've crossed the swamp in two directions," he said, "so 
I am not. the worst guide you could have. I'm sure I can 
make myself useful." .. 

"Gome on," said. the old detective. "I would have asked 
it. I gratefully accept your offer, since it is your choice." 

The horses were quickly saddled, and half an hour later 
the Bradvs, with Alice and Ed* Bellows, rode away from 
General Tanner's, taking the road to Death Swamp. 



'CHAPTER YT. 

Tin: dt::.iox of death sw.vMr. * 

Kd Bellows had no more idea in what pari of the swamp 
the outlaws" ramp wa.* located than the Bradys had. there- 
fore it was decided to follow the path hack to i he point 
where Harrv and Alice left • the -trail of the retreating 
band. - ' 

This gained, 1 hoy turned • in upon il and rode slowly 
forward. 

They had now entered the cypres? country, and gloomy 
enough if was. 

The trees grew so thick and were so hrayih hung with 
Spanish moss that the detectives were ,«bl^ to see but a 
short distance ahead, of them. 

The ridge .erm tinned, but it was no longer simlv. The 
soil was- black muck, but drained of its water and coxered 
with gr;Ks. which m?dc it difficult t<> follow the trail. 

"This is t.h? way we. went the time r.v uot laid out so 
beautifully by Pete's gang," declared Kd. "About two mile* 
ahead of hero is the place where w were attacked. This 
ridge is very narrow there, and then., if a stream on each 
side of it. How those follows over go! in. on ii* 1 can't un- 
derstand, but in .they came, full force, and we weren't one, 
two. three against them." 

"It's the road j t] u .j r ,.. m)| ., -.,|| r j,,j l(< " ,-j f , r .jar.~d Old 
King Brady. •'They may keep a portable bridge hidden, 
which they are able to throw across the .stream. Wo must 
keep a sharp look-out. It is quite possible that they have 
been tipped off as to our coming by some darkey. There 
were -enough of (hem around when We started. It would 
have been much belter if we could have got away secretly." 
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"Shouldn't wonder," replied Ed. "I often think that 
probably Pete knows everything that goes on at Tanner's 
Mills." 

As they drew near the place referred to, Harry suddenly 
raised his hand and reined in. 

"Hark!" he said. "Don't you hear some one running? 
Seems to me I do." 

They listened in silence for several minutes. 

"Yes," said Old King Brady, "there is some one running 
on ahead of us." 

"I hear," added Alice. "Now he has stopped." 

"Yes," replied Harry; "that's right." 

"Our presence is known," declared the old detective. "It 
is as I suspected. There ! He is giving the signal !" 

A peculiar and exceedingly mournful cry was heard, 
which was several times repeated. 

"That's only an owl," declared Ed. 

"Owls don't hoot daytimes, young man," said Old King 
Brady. "Listen sharp and you'll hear the answering cry." 

And, sure enough, they did hear it far in the distance 
within a very few minutes. 

"We mustn't go a step further in this direction," Old 
King Brady declared. "Let us see, that answering cry 
came from the left. What we want to do is to cut in be- 
hind the gang when they come out to take this trail!"** 

"If we get off this ridge we are dead ones," declared Ed. 
"We shall surely get stuck in the swamp." 

"Nevertheless we must try it," said Old King Brady, 
very decidedly, and he turned his horse to the left, pushing 
on among the thick growth of cypress. 

It was single file now. Harry followed his chief. Alice 
came next while Ed trailed behind leading the spare horse 
which carried the camping outfit and provisions. 

Old King Brady had not gone far before softer ground 
was encountered, and his horse began to sink in the mud. 

"It looks as if we should have to give it up," he re- 
marked, "still we will persevere a little further. It seems 
lighter ahead. I think we are coming to the stream." 

They kept on advancing very slowly, and presently came 
out upon the stream. 

It wag not very wide and the bottom seemed firm, as 
they could see gravel below the muddy water. 

Old King Brady urged his horse into it and crossed in 
safety. 

Here the bank was slightly elevated and firm, but imme- 
diately beyond it was swamp country for fair — hopelessly 
impassable. . 

Old King Brady turned west, and before they had ridden 
half a mile the owl hooted again. 

This time the cry was on their side of the stream. 

It was immediately answered from the other. The 
sound? appeared to be close at hand. 

The detectives reined in and remained listening. 

"Dat yo', Jim?" a voice right ahead of them suddenly 
called. 

"Sho'," came the reply. "Tuk yo' a blamed long time 
to get hyar, 'pears to me." 

"I was far back. What am de word?" 
. "Tell de capting dat deyse folks come into de swamp 
a-gunnin' fo' him, sent by Mass' Tanner." 

"Wha' folks?" 



"An ole '"tective. Ole King Brady dey calls him. Den 
deys anoder. He am called Young King Brady. Den 
deyse^a lady; didn't get her name, an' Ed Bellows." 

"Dat all?" 

"Dat's all." 

"Sho! What kin dey do? Wha' dey expect ?" 

"Dunno. I got.de word frum anoder, no matter who 
'tis. I started ri' off to get in ahead of dem an' pass it 
along." 

"Whar's dey now ?" 

"Jes' a lilly way behind me. Why fo' yo' hole back? 
Better pass de word." 
"All right;" 
" How's "de capting?" 
"Fine." 

"An' Miss Minnie?" 

"She hain't so good. Frettin' all de time." 

"How's young Mass' Tom?'' 

"Hain't seen him dese two weeks." 

"Well, so-long, I'se off. Specs Ah'll have ter keep in de 
swamp till I pass 'em. Doan wanter get ketched." 

This ended "it. Every word had been distinctly heard. 

"What in the world did he mean by Miss Minnie?" whis- 
pered Ed. "If it was Minnie Tanner he was talking about, 
why, she's in Europe." 

"I know nothing about it," said Old King Brady, "but 
I do know I'm going after that messenger. Come, Harry. 
Ed, look out for Miss Alice." 

And the old detective urged his horse on. 

He felt sure there was a cross trail right ahead of him, 
and so it proved. 

They reached it within two minutes. 

It was very narrow, and on either side the swamp was 
as bad as it well could be. 

"Full gallop!" said Old King Brady. "I don't believe 
that fellow can leave this trail. We must intercept him at 
any cost." 

On they dashed. 

In a moment they caught sight of a colored man running 
ahead of them. 

He looked back, saw Old King Brady, and then quicken- 
ing his pace, vanished around a bend in the trail. 

Old King Brady was much the best mounted of the two. 
Indeed, Harry's horse was somewhat balky, and seemed 
afraid of the swamp. 

Thus when Old King Brady passed around the bend, 
Harry lost sight of him. 

Suddenly he heard a shout, then two shots were fired. 

Harry's horse took fright at the firing. It reared and 
plunged, and then balked for fair, for it positively refused 
to budge. 

Harry wasted a moment trying to urge the contrary 
beast forward, and then dropping from the saddle, was 
about to press forward on foot, when around the bend he 
heard a horse dashing madly in his direction. 

He stopped and drew, his revolver. 

At the same instant Ed and Alice hove in sight. 

"What is it?" the former cried. 

"Where's Mr. Brady?" echoed Alice. 

"Coming, I think," replied Harry. "Did you hear the 
shots?" 
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"Yes. Who fired?" i 

"Don't know. We saw the man. Old King Brady 
spurred after him around the bend, then came the shots. ', 
Ha! It is only his horse! This looks bad enough/' ! 

The horse was riderless. j 

It stopped short when it reached Harry's horse, and 
they began rubbing noses. | 

Harry quickly mounted Old King Brady's horse, and : 
leaving Ed to look after the other, pressed on around the ! 
bend. ; 

Here the firmer ground widened, and there were pine ! 
trees right and left. j 

There was little underbrush ; the pine trees made it dark, ' 
however, and they could see but a short distance in either . 
direction. j 

Somewhere in the distance on the left a dog barked fu- 
riously. This sign, however, quickly ceased. 

Nothing of Old King Brady nor any one else could be 
seen. 

"This must be the place where it happened," said Harry, 
looking around. 

"Yes, hut what did happen?" questioned Alice. ~'< 

"That horse got a bad scare, whatever it was," remarked- 
Ed. "He is all in a lather and is trembling still." .>>' 

"It is certainly so," said Harry. "I can't pretend tft. 
understand it. Gets away with me." q-rg lL 

Ho dismounted and examined the ground. 

"Here's the old trail," be said. "Those fellowk came 
this way this morning. What time is it?" 

He consulted his watch and found that it was nearly 
four o'clock. 

"I don't think we better go any further to-night," he 
said. "It will be dark in a little over an hour. What do 
you say, Alice? Don't it seem to you that we ought to 
keep somewhere near the scene of this unfortunate occur- 
rence until we know more about it ?" 

"It does, decidedly," replied Alice. "I say let us stay 
here by all means." 

"Then we will make our camp for the night. We will go 
in among the pines on the right here since we heard the 
.(log bark on the left. We will push on till we are out of 
sight of the trail, althougs I don't doubt in the. least that 
every movement we are making and will make is being 
watched." 

"It is a bad beginning," murmured Ed. 

Harry thought so, too, but he could not but remember 
that out of many of these seeming troubles and mistakes, 
some of their greatest-successes had come. 

They pushed on among the pines, hobbled their horses 
and pitched their tents, a small one for Alice and a larger 
one which had been. intended to serve the three men. 

This done, Ed started out to look for water, Harry cau- 
tioning him not to stray far fyom the camp. 

The sun was now low, and there among the gloomy pines 
it had grown quite dark. 

Ed soon returned with a pail of water from a spring 
which he had discovered nearby. 

A lire they dared not light, but it was cold. 

At six o'clock they sat down to a cold supper, and after 
that put in the early evening hours as best they could. 

Harry found a long log, which he rolled in front of 



Alice's tent for a seat for himself and Ed, and here the 
young men sat smoking for some time. 

More than once the hoot of a"n owl was heard, and the cry 
was sometimes answered, but whether these sounds came 
from the real' birds or mere signals they could not deter- 
mine. 

Needless to say they served to intensify the feeling, of 
insecurity which had taken full possession of both. 

"Brady," said Ed, suddenly, after several pipes had been 
smoked out and every topic of conversation exhausted, 
"look here. I know General Tanner has been telling your 
partner things that -he never told me. I don't want to pry 
into the private affairs of my boss, but there is one thing 
I do want to know, and that is what that nigger meant 
by his allusion to Minnie. Was it Minnie Tanner he re- 
ferred to?" 

"How should I know? I understand that Miss Tanner 
is in Europe," replied Harry, guardedly. 

"I wish I knew where she is," sighed Ed. "I've had my 
doubts about this- European business for some time. The 
general never gets any letters from Europe, and Minnie is 
devoted to him. What does it mean? She is the dearest 
girl ever. Not that I ever had the courage to tell her I 
thought so, arid I don't know that she would have listened 
to- me if I had." 

: "Oh, that's the idea, is it?" said Harry. "You are in 
love with the girl?" 

"I own it, and it's the first time I ever mentioned it to 
any one: Tell me honestly, Brady, is there anything wrong 
with Minnie?" 

"I have nothing to tell," replied Harry, feeling that he 
had no right to violate the confidence which had been re- 
posed in him. 

Ed sighed and said no more. It was shortly after this 
that they were both thrown on the alert by the sudden 
neighing of one of the horses. 

They sprang up and drew their revolvers. 

"Some one coming!" breathed Harrv. 

"Surest thing," replied Ed. "Hark!" 

They were in the dark, of course, for Harry had not 
dared to have it otherwise. 

Suddenly an electric flashlight was turned upon them, 
and at the same instant a shot rang out, the ball whizzing 
close to Harry's ear. 

Instantly he fired in the direction of the light, which 
was immediately shut off. 

A low cry and the sound of a fall followed. 

"You'll pay for that, you blame spy!" a fierce voice 
shouted, and several shots followed. 

Harry and Ed both fired into the darkness. 

"For pity sake, boys, get under cover!" called Alice 
from the door of her tent. 

"Keep back!" cried Harry. "We are doing the best we 
can. Be ready to defend yourself in case tliev close in on 
us." 

The words were no more than spoken when a rush of feet 
was heard. 

"Get 'em, boys ! Get 'em at any cost ! Whoever they 
are, we want 'em !" the same voice shouted. 

At that instant a bright light suddenly appeared on 
Harry's right. 
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It was a blazing pine torch held in the hand of a most 
remarkable apparition. 

"Great heavens! the swamp demon!" the voice yelled, 
and the advancing footsteps were heard hastily retreating. 

Not so the apparition, however. 

On it came with a rush. 

A gigantic figure fully seven feet high went flying past 
the boys, turning in the direction of the retreating foot- 
steps. 

All they could make out were the shadowy outlines of a 
huge human skeleton with the blazing torch clutched in its 
bony hand. 

Then all in a moment the light was extinguished, and 
save for the hurrying footfalls, which quickly died away 
in the distance, all was still. 



CHAPTER VII. 

IN THE CLUTCHES OP KING DEATH. 

All' this was sufficiently startling as a commencement, 
but it does not explain the vanishing of Old King Brady, 
which must now be looked into. - 

As the old detective turned the bend of the trail and en- 
tered upon the piney tract, he saw the negro running, 
ahead of him and spurred on in pursuit. .,,,!. 

Just what he hoped to gain by capturing the man does: 
not appear in the old detective's note-book. 

But evidently the black had no intention of allowing 
himself to be captured. 

He stopped running suddenly, turned and fired two 
shots, aiming at the horse. 

Both were misses. 

The old detective hesitated as to returning fire, and as 
he did so a giant form suddenly darted from behind an j 
enormous pine and stepped in front of the horse. 

It was tl\e Demon of Death Swamp ! 

The same singular apparition which Harry and Ed Bel- 
lows were destined to see later on. 

The black gave one dismal yell and, taking to his heels, 
again ran for all he was worth. 

What Old King Brady saw was a man over seven feet 
high, and apparently stout in proportion, clothed in black 
garments, which fitted tight to his form, and on which were 
painted in white the representations of the bones of a skele- 
ton. 

This singular garment seemed all of one piece. Even 
the hands and head were covered ; the head covering being 
painted to represent a skull. 

The only apparent openings were at the mouth, where a 
double row of gleaming white teeth were displayed, and 
within the apparently eyeless sockets where the real eyes 
could be seen. 

Do not for a moment imagine that Old King Brady 
stopped to reason on all this at the time or to examine it in 
detail. 

He was given no chance, for the horse reared at the 
sight of the ghostly masqucrader, and Old King Brady 
slid- to the ground, striking his head with such force that 
for the moment — it was only a moment — consciousness 
left him. 

When the old detective came to himself he was in a most 
unpleasant situation. , 



The Demon of Death Swamp had picked him up bodily 
and thrown him over one shoulder as if he had been a 
sack of meal. 

The old detective's head hung down, and his captor's 
arms were locked about his legs. 

The strength of the creature seemed enormous. 
Old King Brady is no lightweight, but this man carried 
him as easily as a woman would carry a half grown child. 

Realizing his position, and feeling that he undoubtedly 
had a lunatic to deal with, Old King Brady tried to pull 
himself together as best he could. 

"Friend," he said mildly, "kindly set me down. It is 
very good of you to carry me, but I am better now and 
quite able to walk. The blood is all going to my head. I 
am afraid of the results at my age." 
No answer. 

He could hear the creature's heavy breathing as he ad- 
vanced with giant strides. 

Again the old detective tried it, but with no result. 
They had now passed through the piney strip and were 
coming to the swamp. 

Suddenly the demon halted and stood Old King Brady 
on.- his feet. 

"Old man," he said with a strong foreign accent which 
yt'ti shall not undertake to imitate, "I have brought you 
here for a purpose. I have taken away your revolver and 
3 r our knife so you cannot defend yourself. The stars fore- 
told your coming to Death Swamp, of which gloomy realm 
I am the king. The stars and my magic also tell me that, 
your fate is intertwined with mine. Follow me to ;my 
palace, and we will confer together. I know your errand 
here. Perhaps I can help you ; perhaps you can help me, 
! but I give .you fair warning, I shall certainly shoot yon 
if you attempt to leave me before I am ready to have you 
go and say the word." 

"It is a bargain, your Majesty," replied Old King Brady, 
only too glad to get on his feet again upon any terms. 

"It is vi-ell," replied the king, as we shall here call this 
strange creature. "Keep close to me and remember that 
had I allowed you to pursue your own fool way, that miser- 
able scoundrel, Pete the Portugee, as ignorant people in 
i this vicinity like to call him, would unquestionably have 
wiped you off the earth before many hours have passed." 

He strode on along the edge of the swamp by a path so 
narrow that one false step would have surely plunged cither 
of them into the mud. 

Perhaps thtee-quarters of a mile were covered after this 
fashion, and then they came to a place where the bushes 
on the swamp side were especially thick. 

Suddenly the king paused and, leaning far out over the 
mud, thrust his hand in among the bushes and pulled on 
a rope, which was revealed as he drew his hand out again. 

As he did so a stout plank fell down over the mud, its 
end resting on solid ground. 

"Cross," said the king. "Wait for me after you have 
advanced a few steps." 

Old King Brady obeyed, parting the bushes from among 
which the plank protruded. 

Here he found solid ground and a well defined, though 
narrow path, leading off into the depths of the swamp. 
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The king pulled up the plank, made the rope fast, and 
joined Old King Brady as he stood waiting. 

"Walk on,'' he said. "It is not far to my palace. Once 
there we will confer, as I have said." 

"And I trust your Majesty that you will let our confer- 
ence be as brief as possible, for I have left friends behind 
me who will be anxious over my absence," the old detective 
said. 

"Oh, I know," replied the king. "I know all. Our con- 
ference must be given full time. Let them wait. It will do 
them no harm." 

Old King Brady hurried on, but not fast enough to suit 
the king, who kept urging him to greater speed, until at 
length they passed over upon a small island in the swamp. 

Here in the midst of a clearing stood a rude hut made of 
many upright poles set close together, with a high, conical 
roof of thatch above. 

A huge dog flew out barking furiously, but he quickly 
quieted when the king took Old King Brady's hand. 

They entered the hut then, and the old detective saw at a 
glance that he had come upon the house of a Voodoo wor- 
shiper. » 

Sxispended from the rafters of the roof hung a huge 
stuffed alligator with jaws distended. 

There was a mattress and bedding on the floor over in 
on0 corner, a table, a chair and a few bits of crockery and 
cooking utensils, some of which were hung against --the 
wall. 

In the middle of the earth floor was a wooden image, 
rudely carved, representing a gig-antic skull. 

It stood directly under the alligator, and in front of the 
mouth upon a low table were what appeared to be offerings 
to this singular idol. 

Among them was a dead rattlesnake, a huge toad, a bat, 
and so on. 

The dog flung himself down before the open hearth, 
which was strewn with dead coals, and resting his snout 
on hi-" paws, stared at Old King Brady curiously, as much 
as to say: "Xow who in the world are your" 
• "Take the chair," ordered (he king, and he himself sat 
down cross-legged upon the ground. 

"Your name ?" he asked. "Tell me your name, and tell 
me true." * 

"My name is James Brady." replied the old detective. 

"James Brady! Very good. I am told that you are a 
detective. Is it so ?" 

"Yes, your Majesty, such is my profession." 

"Profession! Huh! You came into Death Swamp seek- 
ing the children of that old tyrant Tanner. Is it so?" 

"It is so, your Majesty. I see you know all about it. 
Naturally, General Tanner desires to recover his children." 

"And I am now disposed to aid him, badly as he has 
used me, for I have nothing against these two, much as I 
despise their parent. Moreover, I am, in a way, responsible 
for it all." 

"How is that, may I ask?" 

"Easily explained. The boy lost his way in the swamp. 
I found him and brought him here. That was the begin- 
ning of it. I shall not tell you the rest except to add that 
it was the glowing accounts the boy gave of his sister's 
beauty that induced Pete the Portugee to go to Atlanta, 



where he formed the acquaintance of the poor, silly crea- 
ture and induced her to marry him." 
"Does he treat her well ?" 

"Quite the. contrary. He has treated her shamefully. 
The girl is but the shadow of'her former self." 

"Would she be willing to leave him?" 

"Indeed she would if she could, but he watches her close- 
ly. However, don't despair, Mr. Brady. I now propose to 
consult my Master and see if it is his will that I shall aid 
you, for j-ou must understand that our meeting was acci- 
dental. I have had no opportunity to do that yet. Re- 
main where you are through the ceremony, and do not 
speak!" 

"One question before you begin, your Majesty. You 
speak of your Master. To whom do you refer?" 

"To the King of Terrors, old man, Grim Death, whom 
we must all bow down before in the end." 

"Who can this man be?" Old King Brady asked him- 
self. "Is he black or white? He speaks like an educated 
person, yet his English is spoken with a decided French 
accent. 1 fancy he is some mulatto from Haiti or San 
Domingo." 

He remained silent now, finding food enough for thought 
in what was going forward. 

The king removed the little table from before the huge 
wooden skull, and taking down from a nail the half of a 
big calabash, a species of gourd common in the West In- 
dies, over which some sort of skin had been stretched, he 
provided himself with two small drumsticks and dropped 
cross-legged where the table had been, facing the idol with 
this singular drum resting on his knees, upon which he 
began a monotonous beating. 

It was just tap—tap — tap without any attempt to vary 
the sound. 

It made Old "King Brady sleepy to listen to it. 

He assumed that the king was trying to throw himself 
into some sort of trance. 

Indeed, the old detective began to feel that if the drum- 
ming did not speedily cease he would go off into a trance 
himself. 

At last it suddenly stopped, the drumsticks falling from 
the king's hands. 

His head dropped forward upon his breast. It looked as 
if the trance had come. 

Presently he began to speak in a loud, distinct tone, but 
in a foreign language. 

Old King Brady thought it was French. 

And now a very singular thing occurred, which can only 
be explained by assuming that the man was a skilful ven- 
triloquist, and that he was simplv humbugging Old King 
Brady. 

Incidentally there is the possibility that he may have 
been humbugging himself. 

But be this as it may, what he said seemed to be in the 
form of questions, and as Old King Brady has written it in 
his note-book, the answers appeared to proceed from the 
mouth of the big wooden skull ! 

The delusion was so complete that Old King Brady 
found himself puzzled enough. 

But, alas ! It was all in French, both questions and. 
answers. 
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The old detective was unable- to understand what it was I ""Why of course we saw it," replied Ham-. "Ed. what 
all about. do you know about that? Did you hear that uian who 

For nearly half an hour this continued. v spoke call it the Demon of the Swamp?" 

Then the king suddenly raised his head and got on his! "Yes, that's what they call it around here," replied F.d. 
feet. • I with a shudder, "and its appearance bodes no good for any 

"Death has spoken. Mr. Brady!" he exclaimed. "His of us, Fm afraid." 
orders are that I shall aid you in your mission. He tells "What nonsense!" cried Harry. "Surely, Bellow-. urn 
me that the end of Pete the Portugee is in sight, and he is don't believe we have seen a ghost?" 

to be downed by your hand." "I don't know," replied Ed. "I never saw it be fore. 

"Does his Majesty explain how it is to be done?" asked and I'm very sure I never want to see it again." 



the old detective. 

"He does, but it is not for you to know," was the reply. 
"Leave all details to me. Now to clear this hut." 

"Clear it of what?" 

"Never mind. Don't move nor speak, as vou value vour 
life." 

He went over to one side of the hut and, picking up a 
round, brass dish, he poured into it a liquid which smelled 
like ordinary alcohol. 



! "Pshaw! It is onlv some extra tall man niasnuerad- 
rag. ' 

"If it was a ghost I am sure it must have been a friendly 
one," put in Alice. "Certainly its appearance saved vnur 
lives. Those men meant to kill j'ou." 

"That's what," added Harry. "But tell us what you 
know about it, Ed." 

"Well," said Ed, "all I know is that the colored folks 
have, been reporting seeing such a figure in Death Swamp 



The dish was placed before the idol and its contents ■ ever since I came to live down this way. Some call him- 
fired. i King Death, the Demon of the Swamp, same as that fellow 

As the flame shot up the king crushed some dried herbs j did. That they all believe as you seem to think I do is 
in his hands and threw them into the dish. j shown from the fact that they lost no time in hustling out 

Immediately the hut was filled with a dense smoke which : of the way." 
had no stifling effect, but on the contrary carried with it; "Didn't they beat it in a hurry, though!" laughed 
a delightful perfume. [Harry. "I really thought we were going to have serious 

It made Old King Brady drowsy, too. j trouble. I am sure I am very much obliged to his Majesty 

For some moments the old detective braced up against for putting in an appearance.' But go back to sleep. Alice; 



it, but it was no use. 
Before he knew it Old King Brady was fast asleep, 
Howr long he slept Old King Brady could not guess, 



superstition is the best of guardians. I think you may 
rest in peace now." 

Alice thought so, too ; she lay down again and was soon 



when lie suddenly awoke to find himself stretched out at asleep. 

full length upon the floor. - i Meanwhile, Harry continued to question Ed about the 



He was alone in the hut. 

The big dog lay stretched across the threshold as -if on 
guard. 

It was now. entirely dark. 



j Swamp Demon. 

'Does General Tanner believe in it?" he asked. 
'No, he don't," replied Ed. "He believes that the 
Swamp Demon is just a half crazy Haitian mulatto who 



Old King Brady sat up and called out to know if the ! used to work for him some yeflrs ag0 by the name of Alok 
king was there, but the only answer was a low growl from , -pounder » 

"The figure we saw was at least seven feet tall." ob- 



the dog, 

He struck a match and looked, at his watch. 
It was quarter past eleven, so he knew that he had been 
asleep for hours. 

He got up and, lighting another match, looked for a 
lantern which he had observed hanging -from a nail, found 
and lighted it. j 
"What should he do?" he asked himself; "wait for the 
return of the king or try to make his escape?" j 
The latter did not seem likely to prove so easy, for when 



served Harry. "Was Fournier like that?" 
"I believe he was." 
"What became of him?" 

"I don't know. He disappeared one day and was never 
seen afterward." 

"And about that time the Swamp Demon began to be 
talked about?" 
"That's what General Tanner claims." 
It's plain enough then. We have seen the missing 



he approached the door the dog growled and showed his Haitian now more insane than ever. Leave such super- 
teeth, i stition to the niggers, Ed. W T onder if he can have had anv- 
"He has Been ordered to watch me," thought Old King t hing to do with the disappearance of Old King Brady?" 



Brady. "That's all there is about it. Leave here I cannot 
without running the risk of being torn to pieces." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

TILE DESERTION OF ED BELLOWS. 

As the strange figure vanished, Alice looked out of the 
tent. 

"For pity sake! Did you see that?" she exclaimed. 



"I was wondering the same thing myself," replied Ed. 
"Heaven help the old man if it is so." 
The night dragged on wearily. 

The young men slept by turns. There was no further 
appearance of the demon nor any other alarm. 
Morning dawned clear and cool. 

Harry hustled about and built a fire. Alice soon came 
out of her tent and began to prepare breakfast. 

They had scarcely finished eating it when they heard 
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the barking of a clog, and soon they perceived a roughly 
dressed white man with a gun over his shoulder and a small 
dog at his heels approaching their camp. 

"Howdy, miss," he exclaimed, pulling off his slouch 
hat. "Howdy, gents. I s'pose now you couldn't spare a 
bite to eat?"* 

"Surely," replied Harry. "Sit down and you shall have 
something." 

The man seated himself on the grass where the cloth had 
been spread, and Harry served him with coffee and canned 
salmon. 

"Mought I ask what brung ye into Death Swamp?" he 
presently said. 

Harry was more than suspicious that he was entertaining 
one of his assailants of the night before, and one of Pete 
the Portugee's band. 

But it behooved him to be civil, and he replied that they 
were botanists making a collection of plants, feeling that 
such an explanation would serve as well as another. 

"Sho! You don't say !" answered the man. "Where do 
you hail from ?" 

"New York," Harry replied. 

"Sho ! They tell me hit's a right smart town ; almost as 
big as Savannah." 

"Yes, it's growing; it will catch up with Savannah some 
day. What's your business?" 

"Me? Oh, I'm a lumberjack. I'm a-headin' for General 
Tanner's Mills a-lookin' for a job. Thought I'd strike 
aerost dis yere swamp. I seem to have managed to lose my 
way, and last night I fell into bad company on account 
of it." 

"Indeed! How was that?" 

"Run right into Pete the Portugee's camp. Hit's a 
wonder I ever got away from them fellers alive." 

"He's a spy sent out after us, surest thing," thought 
Harry. 

"Who is this Pete the Portugee?" he carelessly asked. 

"What! Hain't yer never heard tell of him?" said the 
man. "He's a outlaw, train robber, bank robber, an' the 
like." 

"Is that so? And he lives in this swamp?" 

"Hangs out hyar, yes. Mighty dangerous place to bring 
a lady into, young feller, but then I s'pose yer well armed." 

"We are not unarmed," replied Harry, "and we know 
how to shoot straight, too. But tell me, didn't these peo- 
ple use you well?" 

"Oh, well enough, but you see they was kind of riled up 
'cause they've heard detectives was out after them." 

"Detectives ! Naturally that would stir them up. Do 
you think we are in any danger ?" 

"Wa'al, I think yer be. If I was any way interested in 
yer lady friend I should be for getting her out of this just 
as quick as ever I could." 

While this conversation was going on Ed sat silent and 
glum. 

There seemed to be something weighing on the young 
man's mind. Harry could think of nothing except that he 
was vexed at the opposition and ridicule shown toward 
his ghost theory. 

Tired of it all, he arose and, making a sign for Alice to 



i follow him, lie walked back of the tents over towards the 
place where the hobbled horses were grazing. 

"Did you see?" whispered Alice as soon as they were 
out of hearing. 

"See what?" asked Harry. 

"That fellow slip Mr. Bellows a letter." 

"No, indeed ! Did he do that?" 

"He did, just as quick a.? ever your back was turned." 
Harry peered out from behind the tent. 
"Well!" he murmured. "He's reading the letter now." 
"What can it mean?" 

"Don't ask me, Alice. I find it hard to believe that 
Bellows is standing in with Pete, and yet this looks mighty 
suspicious." 

He looked again. 

"Why, bless my soul, he is sneaking off with him!" he 
exclaimed. 

"This is too much !" cried Alice. "They ought to be 
shadowed. Leave me, Harry, and go." 
"Never!" * 

"I beg you will, Harry. I'm not one bit afraid to stay 
here alone." 

"I'm afraid for you then." 

"She will not be alone," said a familiar voice behind 
them, and both turning they saw Old King Brady calmly 
approaching. 

"Go, Harry, it is best," the old detective said, "but ob- 
serve all caution. We are fighting a desperate band." 
"I'm going; but tell me where on earth did you drop 



from. 



governor : 



"Ask for no explanation now," replied Old King Brady, 
hastily. "Go!" 

"Oh, I'm going," repeated Harry, "but tell me, is every- 
thing all right?" 

I "Everything is all right so far as I can see, yes. Will 
J you go?" 

j Harry waited only to catch up a rifle which he had 
' brought with him from Tanner's Mills, and started. 
It was difficult shadowing. 

Two or three times Ed and the stranger looked back, 

and he narrowly missed being discovered. 

When they gair.ed the trail they paused and looked back 

at the camp steadily for a full minute, 
j Luckily Harry was safely sheltered then. 
] At length, apparently satisfied that they were not being 

shadowed, they started south along the trail. i 
j It was now easiar work for Harry, for all he had to do 1 
i was to keep Just inside the tree line to be out of sight, 
j The path was just about wide enough for a mounted man 

to pass. 

I They had covered about a mile thus, and Young King 
Brady 'had been able to keep his men in sight when he sud- 
denly saw them halt. > 

! The stranger stooped down and laid his ear to the 
ground. 

j Instantly lie arose and, saying something to Ed, they 
slipped in among the trees on the other side of the trail. 

Harry pressed forward, and presently got where he could 
see them. 

j They were standing together behind a large pine engaged 
in earnest conversation. 



THE BRADYS 13 



"He thinks the band is coming," thought Young King 
Brady, "and they are trying to keep out of the way. That 
don't look as if he was standing in with them. But what a 
singular thing to do to walk off and leave us like that. As 
far as Bellows is concerned, I can only size it up one way." 

Young King Brady was well aware that with many 
Southerners women stand first in everything. 

The letter secretly delivered, he argued, must have heen 
from Minnie appealing to Ed to help her and ordering 
that he come to her alone. 

Under those circumstances it seemed almost certain that 
the bookkeeper would act just as he did, and under those 
circumstances, also, he would be anxious to avoid the gang. 

And it seemed; to bear out his theory that in a few min- 
utes he heard horses approaching. 

"They are coming," he thought. "They are heading 
directly for our camp. too. It is to be hoped that Old 
King Brady gets on the move. But if they leave there, 
how shall I ever find them again in the jungle?" 

It was a burning question, and one which Young King 
Brady found himself wholly unable to answer. 

Presently mounted men hove in sight. 

None were masked this time. 

In the lead rode the Pete of the deserted lumber camp. 

There were four white men with him, the rest were col- 
ored, and n desperate looking bunch they were. 

The whites were armed with rifles, but the blacks had 
none. 

They advanced at a moderate pace along the trail and 
soon vanished. 

Not until they were out of .sight did Ed and his com- 
panion venture forth. 

Taking the trail again, they pressed on at a rapid walk. 

About a mile was covered and then the piney tract came 
to an end. 

Here there was a narrow stream, and beyond lay a cy- 
press swamp, seemingly impenetrable and apparently ex- 
tending for miles. 

Ed's guide turned abruptly to the left and pressed on, 
skirting the edge of the morass. 

Harry followed as best he could, but keeping at a good 
distance behind. 

At last he saw them pause, and heard a low, prolonged 
•jfl-histle. 

: Young King Brady got out his glass and turned it on 
them. 

,• Now he perceived that a log spanned the stream. 

Beyond were thick bushes which they appeared to be 
watching. 

A few moments elapsed and then Young King Brady 
through his glass saw a small man of youthful appearance 
in the act of crossing the log. 

Ed rushed forward and, extending his hand, guided the 
young man over. 

All three stepped in among the pines and ■ vanished. 

Thinking that they would surely come back to the trail, 
Harry waited but they did not appear. 

"Confound it!" he muttered. "Can they have gone in 
the opposite direction? I must get on the move or I shall 
lose them, surest thing." 

He had lost them already, had he only known it. 
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He pushed on cautiously, coming at length to the log, 
but the three were nowhere visible. 
Harry was disgusted. 

He felt that he had altogether failed to do his work as 
he should. 

He looked about for a trail, but there was no grass here 
and no sand. The pine trees grew close and the ground 
was densely strewn with their dead needles, which left no 
imprint of feet, of course. 

Young King Brady now found himself at the end of his 
rope so far as the shadowing business was concerned. 

His first impulse was to make his way back to the camp, 
but upon second thought it seemed to him that here was an 
opportunity which ought to be improved. 

Of course, he had no knowledge of the size of the Portu- 
guese's gang, but it was not generally considered to be a 
very large one. 

Fifteen men had gone out of this part of Death Swamp, 
and a sixteenth had now followed them. Harry doubted if 
many had been left behind. 

"That log is surely one roacl into Pete's camp," he said 
to himself. "I've a great good mind to sneak in and have a 
look. For us to think of downing these people by force is 
nonsense. We can only take advantage of circumstances 
and work by stratagem. Here is an open door, and I be- 
lieve I will enter it and see to what it leads." 

His mind made up, he quickly crossed the plank and, 
finding a narrow path leading over sodden earth beyond, 
he pressed forward on this new trail. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE RESCUE OF MASTER MONKEY. 

We left Old King Brady before his sudden appearance 
in camp in the hut of the King of Death Swamp, impris- 
oned by his Majesty's dog. 

As we said, the old detective could think of no better 
plan than to wait for something to turn up, and what 
finally did turn up was the king himself. 

It was at about half-past one when he suddenly walked 
into the hut, still clothed in his singular costume. 

"Ha ! So you "are awake !" he exclaimed. "It is time to 
act. Arise and follow me." 

"Where to, your Majesty?" asked the old detective, not 
in any hurry to trust himself to this singular man. 

"Listen !" replied the king, "do you or do you not want 
to down Pete the Portugee and rescue General Tanner's 
children?" 

"I most certainly do want those very things." 

"Then follow me without, further question if you would 
gain those ends." 

Feeling that in a way he was at the mercy of the man, 
Old King Brady resolved to comply. 

"Lead on; I'll follow," he said. 

"It is well," answered the king. "So we go." 

He passed out of the hut with Old King Brady at his 
heels, the dog moving to let them pass. 

The king had taken the lantern and he led the way un- 
erringly through the pines, following no path that Old 
King Brady could discover until they came to the same 
spot to which Harry was to trail Ed Bellows the next day. 
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"Yonder lies the henrt of Death Swamp," he said, wav- 
ing his Jiand across the stream, "and in there is the camp 
of these outlaws who have annoyed me so long. I am here 
to live the life I have chosen and not to be annoyed by their 
comings and goings and their constant brawls. Now, Mr. 
Brady, for you to suppose that you can down this man with 
the slender force you brought with you into the swamp is 
the merest nonsense. Don't you see it so ? Already your 
prersence is known to Pete. Only to-night while you slept 
I saved your partners from death, and the lady, who never 
should have come here, from capture." 

"For which I thank your Majesty," replied the old de- 
tective. "But listen. I have learned during my long life 
the great lesson that where there is a will there is a way. 
Armed bands have failed against these people. I came 
here hoping to find the way because I already had the will. 
Perhap: I did find it when fate threw me in with you." 

"There is a lot in what you say," replied the king; "but 
now listen. Are you game to penetrate to this camp if I 
will fnrni=li a guide?" 

"For what purpose?" 

"To spy out the band. Then to return to Tanner, mus- 
ter a force sufficient to capture these people, and come back 
and take advantage of what you have learned. Perhaps 
more may grow out of it, too." 

Old King Brady hesitated only for one brief moment. 

The man seemed sincere ; there appeared to be method 
in his madness. The old detective resolved to take the risk. 

"I am ready," he said. "Your Majesty, I have come to 
believe that you are my opportunity. Show me your guide 
and I will follow him." 

Instead of answering, the king thrust his hand into a 
deep pocket in one side of his singular garment and drew 
out a huge rattlesnake. 

Old King Brady shuddered as the reptile glided along 
the arm of this strange creature, and twisted' itself around 
his neck, where it raised its head, displayed its forked 
tongue and seemed to eye the old detective curiously. 

"That's dangerous work, your Majesty, unless the snake's 
fangs have been removed," he said. 

"Nothing has been removed," replied the king. "This 
rattler is as God made him. But have no fears for me. I 
am the representative of King Death on earth. No living 
creature possesFes the power to harm me. Take the lantern 
and follow him that 1 would summon. So far as he is 
concerned you are perfectly safe. What may come to you 
tfirough others T cannot say." 

As Old King Brady took the lantern the king gave a low, 
prolonged whistle. 

"Thi»is only one way into Pete's camp," he whispered. 
"The main road lies by way of the trail you undertook to 
follow where they keep a hidden drawbridge which they 
throw across this stream when they want to get in and out. 
Hush ! He is here." 

There was a rustling among the bushes on the opposite 
side of the stream, and at the other end of the log a colored 
man now appeared. 

. He threw out his hands and bowed his head low three 
times, but did not utter a word until the king spoke to 
him in French, when he answered. 
But little was said. 



"Go," said the king, and Old King Brady crossed the 
log. 

"Boss, yo's ter folly me," whispered the black. "Doan 
yo' speak one word now. Doan yo' mak no noise or wese 
dead ones." 

"Lead on," replied Old King Brady. "I'm prepared to 
do just as you say." 

They hurried on along the narrow path with the swamp 
on both sides of them. 

Owls hooted — real ones — frogs croaked dismally. 

Once the darkey suddenly sprang back and motioned 
Old King Brady to keep back, too. 

A huge snake glided across the path and vanished in the 
bushes on the other side. 

As it did not rattle, Old King Brady took it to be a cop- 
perhead, the most deadly of all the snakes of the Southern 
swamps, but in that uncertain light it was impossible to 
tell. 

Presently the darkey took the lantern from Old King 
Brady and blew it out, placing it on the' ground. 

They now had only the stars to guide them, but the dis- 
tance remaining was not great. 

In a moment they entered a wide clearing where there 
was higher ground. 

Here stood five log huts of the rudest construction. 

The camp was entirely dark, and not a sound could be 
heard. 

Old King Brady would have gone further, but his guide 
barred the way. 

"Boss," he whispered, "dis yere am all Ah kin. show 
yer, but Ah am gwineter try ter do suffin else what de De- 
mon ob dis yere swamp done ordered done. Yo' stan' ri' 
hyar. Ef dey come a hollerin' or a shootin'. scoot for yer 
life. Ef not, den wait an' mebbe yo'll have company back 
wiv yer. Ah kean't tell." 

He glided off across the clearing. 

"Is it the son or the daughter?" Old King Brady asked 
himself. 

He felt satisfied that it must be one or the other— per- 
haps both. 

The moments seemed very long. 
Suddenly came an alarm. 

A white man half dressed stepped out of the door of one s 
| of the huts. 

I Old King Brady dropped to the ground and lay flat — ■ 
there had been no time to beat a retreat. , 

The man, who was just in shirt and trousers, went to a 
bench on which a pail stood, and taking down a gourd 
from a nail, had his. drink of water and returned inside the 
hut. 

"Taken dry, that's all," thought Old King Brady, and 
he crawled back along the path which he had not had time 
to gain before. 

But from this safe concealment he continued to watch, 
and presently he caught sight of two forms crawling away 
, from one of the other huts. 

| One was his guide, the other a white hoy, and Old King 
\ Brady's spirits rose. 

' "I had hoped for the girl, too," he muttered, "but I Mas 
j,a fool. It. is nojj}uch easy matter to get a wife away from a 
husband and, perhaps, she loves him after all." 
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They came upon the path and stood up, the black put- 
ting his finger to his lips for silence. 

The boy looked at Old King Brady curiously. 

He was fearfully emaciated, and wore only an old un- 
dershirt and a pair of trousers so ragged that they barely 
concealed his nakedness. 

The black now hurried forward to where they had left 
the lantern, and lighted it. 

"Now go, yo' two," he said, "an' ef yo' see dat 'ar spirit 
of def, tell him dat Sam done him best. Couldn't get de 
gal nohow. She am wiv her husband. 'Tain't for me to 
go betwixt man and wife." 

Old King Brady, thanking him, produced money, but 
Sam waved it away. 

"None ob dat!" lie said. "Least, not now. Him say no, 
an' me mus' obey, but to' kin say to General Tanner ef 
ebber he see a tramp nigger hanging round who says 'Boss, 
yo' owe me one,' he can gib out what him likes, -which won't 
be till after I quit di? gang for good, an' dat won't be 
very long in my way ob t'inkin', since de Demon of Death 
Swamp has got down on 'em." 

"As you will, Sam," said Old King Brady. "At all 
events, I thank you just the same." 

"All right, bos?. Now g"by; g'by, Mass' Tom. Doan 
yo' come back hyar no mo'." 

The boy said nothing. 

He seemed quite dazed. 

Old King Brady was much concerned by his looks and 
peculiar appearance. ' 

Evidently it was not Sam's intention to accompany thera 
further. 

They hurried on to Ihe log. which they crossed. 

Old Kin^ Brady did not attempt (o speak to his com- 
panion until they were ; afely on the other side. 

Here he looked around for the king, but he was nowhere 
to be seen. 

This was certainly to be regretted, for Old King Brady 
had not the faintest idea where to go. 

He resolved to wait a little to see if his singular pro- 
tector did not turn up. and he proceeded to address him- 
self to the boy who stood silently by regarding him with 
the same peculiar siare. 

"You are Tom Tanner?" he asked. 

"Xo," was the dull response. "That's not my name. I 
never heard of Tom Tanner. Who's he?" 

"Bother!" thought the detective. "All this trouble, and 
now the wrong box !" 

"What is your name?'" he asked. 

")lv name?" 

"Yes." 

"1 forget. T forget everything in these days. The men 
who make Ihe money call nie Monkey, that's the only name 
I have now." 

"Have vou \vcn with these men long?" 

"Who, T?" x 

"Yes. I am talking about you." 

"Oli ! Wliv. vps. I've been with them ever and ever so 
loiifr. As much as a hundred years, I should think." 
The case was plain. 

Tom Tanner he might be, or any one else, but reason had 
flown. 



The same moody silence followed. 

Tired of waiting at last, Old King Brady said something 
about making a start. 

This seemed to rouse Master Monkey, who certainly 
seemed to be about the right age for Tom Tanner. He 
clutched Old King Brady's arm. 

"Say," he whispered in awe-stricken tones, "do I have 
to see him again?" 

"See who again?" 

"That awful creature — you know." 

"Do you mean the Swamp Demon?" 

"Yes!, yes!" 

"I don't know. Are you afraid of him?" 

"Afraid of him ! Oh, don't let him show himself ! It 
is he who made me what I am. He kept me for weeks in 
that awful house of his. You don't know what I suffered. 
Oh, don't take me to him whatever else you do." 

"This boy has been drugged out of his senses by the 
lunatic," thought Old King" Brady. "That's what's the 
matter with him. I guess he is Tom Tanner fast enough." 

He soothed him as best he could, promising that he 
should not see the Demon if he could help it. 

They were still talking when an alarm came. 

Suddenly a voice yelled out back in the swamp : 

"Sam, you black villain! Where's Monkey?" 

The answer was not heard. 

"You die if you had a hand in his escape!" the voice 
roared out. 

Master Monkev clutched Old King Brady's arm. 

"Oh, let's go!" he whispered. "It's Pete! He'll kill 
me ! Let's go now !" 

"'Right!" replied the old detective, and he hurried off 
among the pines. 

"Monkey, attend to me," he said. "Have they got dogs 
in there?" 

"Yes, two." 

"Bloodhounds?" 

"Yes. Thev will tear us to pieces if they set 'em on to 
us." 

"Perhaps they won't. Tell me about your sister?" 
"She's Pete's wife. Say, she's awful good to me." 
"Ts Pete good to her?" 

"Good to her ! 1 guess he isn't ! He beats her something 
awful. She used to cry all the time when she first came. 
Xow she's like a dead one. She hardly speaks at all, only 
to me." 

" Would she escape if she got the chance ?" 

"Of course she would. Why not? Why should she want 
to stay there? But you can't get her; locked in most all 
the time." 

"You say they make money in there, 'Monkey ?" 

" Yes, -h; lots of it. They are making it all the time." 

" Oops Pete make it himself?" 
' "No, sir: it's another man. Some of the others help, 
hut. never Pete. I help, too." 

"What's the name of this man?" 

"Pete calls him George, and so do the rest of us. Some- 
times Pete calls him Brandy." 

"George Brandeth. surest thing," thought Old King 
Brady. "I told them in Washington over a year ago that 
those fives were his work." . . 
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The name was that of a discharged employee of the Bu- 
reau of Engraving and Printing, one of the most skilful 
banknote engravers in America. 

The man had heen reported dead. 

The Secret Service detectives had seen and talked with 
those who claimed to have attended his funeral. 

That he actually was dead Old King Brady had never what drove him mad 
believed. j "Xone of your business," 

And now came a scare which threw the old detective bother me or I'll cut you out. 
fully on the alert. 

Suddenly the deep baying of bloodhounds was heard, 
and a man's voice in the distance shouted : 

"Come on. boys ! It's all right now. The dogs have got 
the scent. He went this way. I tell you there can be no 
doubt about it. This is some of Old King Bradv's work." 



"Of course." 

"You did not mention it." 
"Why should I mention it?" 
"He savs he lived with you for weeks." 
"That's right." 

"And you used him in your peculiar work, and that's 



CHAPTEE X. 

IN THE OUTLAW'S CAMP. 



snapped the king. "Don't 
He"s mad, all right. So am 
I— -so are you. So's everybody. All the world is mad. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! Show me one sane man and I'll show you— 
but there ! What's the use talking? Let the dogs get him 
and make a meal of him. I only got the boy out of there to 
oblige you. I don't owe old Tanner any good will, you bet. 
If you want to save your own hide, follow me." 

It was a bitter pill for the old detective to swallow, but 
there was seemingly no help for it. 

The baying of the bloodhounds was growing more dis- 
tinct, and if he wished to save his own neck it was time 



Old King Brady heard the mention of his name with , . . 

-,. °, i They hurried on among the pines, coming presently to a 

some disgust. f , ' , ° 1 ' 6 F - . 

Still he was bv no means surprised now that he knew fe i ■ . 
that George Brandeth was with the gang, for he felt quite ' "Listen," said the king. "Here we will fool 'em. I am 
certain that the counterfeiter had been tipped off to the g° m S to carr y . T0U across thls P ool > which is r - ot dee P> as 1 
fact that he, the old detective, had pronounced him the carried J' ou last m 8 ht No f ° o1 business now !" 
maker of the bad fives with which the country had been He fobbed ° ld T \ in S Brady around the waist even as' 
flooded durinc the la=t year I ne s P°^ e ' catching him before he fairly realized that the 

But the main question now was how to dodge the dogs, ' kin § was S oin S to £0 seize llim > and throwing him over 
and that did not seem so easy. 

Still the old detective knew well enough that the sagacity 
of the bloodhound, and its ability to follow a scent against 
all obstacles, has been greatly overestimated. 

"If we could only put water between us," he thought. 

"Keep close to me. Monkey," he said. "We may escape 
them yet." 

They ran for all they were worth. 

Old King Brady dodged to the left, hoping to strike the 
stream which separated the piney tract from the swamp 
proper, and perhaps be able to cross it. 

But all went differently from what he anticipated, for 
before they had gone far the king suddenly stepped out 
from behind a tree. The snake had vanished now. 

"Follow me, Mr. Brady," he said, quietly. "In a mo- 
ment I will have you safe." 

But Master Monkey did not take it quietly. 

For a few seconds he just stared at the king, and then 
throwing back his head he let out one dismal yell and ran 
like a deer. 

In vain Old King Brady called to him to come back. In 
vain the king shouted that he would not harm him. The 
boy ran on and vanished among the pines. 

To chase him would have been hopeless. Indeed, Old 
King Brady was about winded as it was 



o seize him, 
his shoulder, walked right into the pool. 

At the deepest part the water came about up to his 
waist. 

They were on the opposite side in two minutes, and 
much to his relief the king stood the old detective on his 
feet. 

•'There you are," he said, "the hounds will not take my 
scent. Walk straight on for about a hundred yards. There 
you will find a deserted log hut. Stay there till daylight, 
then press forward in a direct line and you will come to the 
main trail. Your partners are camped on the left just 
about where I captured you last night." 

"You are leaving riie then?" questioned Old King Brady. 

"Yes; but you will see me again. I will deliver Pete 
the Portugee into your hands." ■ , 

"And the boy?" 

"Don't talk of him to me nor of the girl, either. I have 
no love for General Tanner, nor will I have anything more 
to do with his children." 

With these words upon his lips, spoken in the surliest 
possible tone, the king strode off among the pines. 

And this is Old King Brady's story as far as there is 
anything to tell. ' 

He found the hut, in which he remained until daylight, 
neither seeing nor hearing anything more of the dogs. 



"Poor fool !" said the king. "He is frightened at what? j Starting out then, he found the camp after some search, 
Does he not know that I simply represent what we have ' and came upon Harry and Alice as has been told. 

He came up behind the tents and was near enough to 
them while they talked to hear what they were saying. 

"Well, Mr. Brady. I'm glad enough to see you back 
again !'•' exclaimed Alice after Harry had departed. •■Where 
in the world have you been?" 
"A long story," replied the old detective, "and one which 



all got to come to? Bah ! I hate a fool!" 

It would have been as useless to argue with him as to 
have attempted to chase Master Monkey. 

"Is he General Tanner's son?" asked the old detective. 

"Certainly." 

"What ails him? Is he crazy?" 
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will keep a bit, for it seems to me you are terribly exposed 
here." 

"We are out of sight, of the trail, but we were attacked 
last night." 
"Ye?, I know." 
"Yon ?" 

"Surely. Wait until you hear what I have to tell; but 
no time must be lost. If you were attacked last night, then 
you will surely be attacked again this morning just as soon 
as the gang get on the move. To work, Alice ! You strike 
the tents, I'll saddle the horses. We mustn't lose an instant 
in shifting our poistion. You will be far safer on the other 
side of the trail." 

They were quickly on the move. 

They had not gone far before they heard the gang com- 
ing. 

The old detective halted lest the footfalls of the horses 
might betray them. 

Peering out between the pines they saw the gang turn 
in on the other side of the trail and make directly for their 
deserted camp. 

"There they go !" exclaimed Old King Brady, "and now 
we go. They will find their birds flown. I wonder where 
this game of hide and seek is to end." 

He started then and began telling Alice his story as they 
rode along. 

Meanwhile, Harry, having crossed the stream, was ad- 
vancing on the swamp trail. 

He had not gone far before he saw a man lying in the 
path. 

It was the unfortunate Sam. who had paid the penalty 
for the assistance lie had rendered Old King Brady and 
Tom Tanner: 

Harry, bending over him, found that he had been stabbed 
through the heart. 
He walked on. 

The face of the stranger who had lured Ed away haunted 
him— it had been with him ever since he started out. 

At first sight there had not been anything familiar about 
the man's face, but Harry had thought that it displayed 
more intelligence than his speech indicated ; now when he 
came to think more about it he felt certain that he had seen 
the face before. 

Memory refused to serve Harry until all in an instant it 
flashed across him. 

"George Brandeth, the counterfeiter!" he muttered. 
"The original of the photograph Old King Brady got in 
Washington !" 

Harry was sure that he was making no mistake. 

"It means the breaking up of the gang," he said to him- 
self. "That letter was surely from Minnie. Ed Bellows' 
presence with us must have been friade known to the unfor- 
tunate girl. It was an appeal to him for help ; all the same 
he ought not to have gone off in the way he did." 

He pressed on and soon came to the clearing. 

There stood the huts, there was not a soul in sight. 

Two huge bloodhounds chained to their kennels were 
barking furiously. The sound had almost weakened 
Harry's nerve, but as he heard no one speak he pressed on. 

He waited for a few moments, and still no one came in 
response to the barking of the dogs. 



Drawing his revolver, Harry pressed boldly forward 
toward the largest of the huts, the door of which stood wide 
open. 

The dogs still barked, but no one appeared, and Harry 
stepped inside. 

On the table lay a sheet of white paper, on which the 
following was written in a large, bold hand : 

! "Pete: I have quit for good. I have sent your wife 
back to her father. Your injustice to me and your bar- 
barous treatment of that poor girl and her unfortunate 
brother has been on my nerves this long time. My oppor- 

t tunity has come, and I propose to make the most of it. 

i Visit the workshop and see what I have done. With Old 

■ King Brady on my trail I may not escape, but should I, 
and should we ever meet again, I give you fair warning I 
shall shoot you at sight. Therefore be warned and give me 
a wide bei'th. Your sworn enemy forever, 

j "G. B." 

"I was right," thought Harry. "George Brandeth it 
was !" 

| He went from hut to hut. 
All were deserted. 

He found one which served as a stable, but there were no 
horses in it. 

But one hut now remained to be examined, and that 
stood at some little distance from the rest. 

The door was wide open, and Harry walked in. 

This was the workshop. 

A glance revealed strange doings. 

An expensive engraver's press lay in fragments, broken 
doubtless with the heavy sledge-hammer which- lay on the 
floor. 

Also on the floor were several counterfeit plates for 
printing bad bills. 

They had been so hammered and broken that they were 
now quite worthless. 
i Nor was this all. 

1 Near the engraver's press stood a Sheridan paper cutter, 
and the floor all around it was littered with fragments of 
counterfeit bills which had been cut to pieces on this pow- 
erful machine. 

• The queer-making plant was a wreck, its stock in trade 
' destroyed, and the master of the outfit had flown ! 

"Strange," muttered Harry. "It is just as Old King 
Brady said. We haven't done so much, and yet indirectly 
we have gained one of our ends, while if we had come in 
with a big posse we might have had a fight and lost it. The 
mere fact that the Bradys were in Death Swamp threw a 
scare into Brandeth which caused him to act as he did. 
It is to be hoped that Ed got the boy as well as the girl." 

And with these thoughts running through his mind 
Harry started to return. 

Alice was on his mind, and Old King Brady, too. He 
felt that hfs place was at the camp. 

He did not go there, however, for as he crossed the 
stream a strange figure suddenly loomed up before him. 

It was the Demon of the Death Swamp. 

Seen by daylight the king did not look quite so for- 
midable. 

Still Harry had no difficulty in recognizing the vision 
of the night before. 
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"You are young Brady," raid the king, glaring at Harry 
throng!) his hooded mask. 

" That V who I am," replied Harry, boldly, "and who 
arc you. may T ask?" 

"I am Kin? Death," replied the lunatic in a sepulchral 
voice. "Come no nearer. If you want to find your father, 
follow inc. for he is no longer where .you left him." 

Thus saying, the giant moved off among the pines with 
strides befitting his great height. 

Harry did not hesitate, although somewhat doubtful in 
his mind as to whether he ought to listen to the strange 
creature or not. 

It was no easy task to keep up with the king. Some- 
times Harry had to run to recover lost ground. 

After a walk of perhaps half an hour the king suddenly 
halted and, pointing to the right, shouted : 

"Go that way ! Go straight on and you will find them." 

Then he himself turned abruptly to the left and soon 
vanished. 



'CHAPTER XT. 

IN SERIOUS TROUBLE. 

Harry pushed on in the direction indicated, and soon 
came out upon a tract which had been burned over. 

A stream ran through the middle of it, and he saw their 
horses grazing. 

Giving his own peculiar whistle, he saw Alice rise from 
under a tree, and hurried to her side. 

"Thank goodness you are back, Harry," she exclaimed. 
"We were so afraid Pete had captured you." 

"Same with me, for I saw the whole band on the move. 
Did yon meet them?" 

"Xo, indeed; we dodged them and came here. Just in 
time, too." 

"Where's the governor?" 

"Gone to look for you. He has been gone some time, 
too. How did you find us out?" 

"Why, Alice, the Demon of the Swamp was my guide. 
I was heading for our camp when he suddenly appeared 
and told me to follow him. Who can he be, I wonder? 
By daylight he don't look so terrifying. He is evidently 
insane." 

"That's what he is. Old King Brady was with him all 
night," replied Alice, and she went on to tell the old de- 
tective's story, which she had scarcely finished when he ap- 
pea red. 

"Ha, Harry! Back again!" he exclaimed. "I have just 
come from the entrance to Pete's camp. He has returned 
there with his whole band." 

"Has he then!" cried Harry. "Well, he'll see things 
which won't please him. Did you meet your friend the 
Demon?" 

"I call him the king. No, I did not meet him. But 
tell me, what happened to you, my dear boy ?" 
Harry told his story. 

"Well, well!" said Old King Brady, "of course you are 
right. That man is undoubtedly George Brandeth. I 
should have liked to have captured him and to have had 
the honor of smashing his plant and delivering those plates 
up at Washington, but it seems it is not to bo. As for 
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General Tanner's children, fate seems to be against us. I 
had the boy and lost him. and you missed your chance with 
the girl." 

"Hark !" exclaimed Alice. "The gang must have got on 
the move again ! Don't you hear?" 

A great tramping of horses' feet could be heard, but. the 
■sounds were distant and soon died away. 

"They have learned of Brandeth's work and are after 
him," said Old King Brady. "We are safest here. Really, 
I don't see what we can do. I feel that this expedition has 
been a flat failure so far as we are concerned." 

It was not so. 

The tipping off of Pete that the Bradvs had entered 
Death. Swamp had brought matters to a head in the out- 
laws' discordant camp, and was the direct cause of all that 
had occurred and was about to occair. 

The noise of the retreating band had scarcely died away 
when Harry suddenly exclaimed: "Why look there!" and 
pointed up the stream beside which all three were now 
standing. 

Its course through the swamp was pretty straight at 
this point, and they could see for quite a distance. 

A human form tied to a log was slowly floating down. 
"A man!" cried Alice. 

"A boy! Tom Tanner, I fear," echoed Old King Brady, 
and he whipped out hi« glass. 

"Yes, it's Tom," he said. "This i= more of Pete's das- 
tardly work. Xot content with killing the poor fellow, he 
must torture him. This creek unque-tiouably empties into 
the Rattlesnake. It is his intention to have the unfortu- 
nate boy float out to sea." 

"I can prevent that," cried Harry, and he hastily began 
undressing. 

He stripped to his underclothes and, rolling up his 
drawers, was ready for business just as the log came 
abreast of where they stood. 

"Go for him, Harry!" cried the old detective. 

A few bold strokes brought, Harry to the slow moving 
log, and he quickly towed It ashore, where the boy was re- 
leased from his uncomfortable situation by Old King 
Brady. 

Tom seemed more dazed than ever. 

At" first they could get nothing out of him. but they were 
more successful when Alice took hold and talked soothingly 
to him. 

"Did Pete capture you?" 

"Yes. lie did. He took me hack. He's awful mad George 
has smashed everything and chopped up all the money. He 
has run off with my sister, too. Pete has gone after them. 
He will kill them both. Oh, I wish I knew what to do." 

"Keep quiet and stay with us," said Alice, "we will take 
you home." 

Tom remained dull and silent. As soon as they had 
eaten dinner he lay down and went to sleep. 

For two hours and over the Bradvs fat smoking and 
talking. 

At last Harry proposed that they go out to the trail, 
which was at no great distance, to see if they could hear 
anything of the outlaw hand. 

"We won't he away ten minutes, Alice," Old King Brady 
said as ihey started. . 
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The Liradv- bad scarcely readied the trail when thev 
heard Alme's sceam h-hind them. 

"Croni S-ntt !- died Harry. - A! i< ( - i- in trouble!" 
Thf.v lan for a!) the 
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C.TAI'TKi; XII. 
envoi. rsioN". 
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diav.-iiu' a ;i',!,Kit. w!,i- h In- crckt ii am! covered her. 

"Gimme de «un!" he said. "Hoick now! He jrun !" 

Aia-o -av<- itj, her revolver. lo t i K , ir imln( . I1i!( , relief the fir>t man who nut in an 

"\owdiii u'issv " he -an!, "vu listen in mo. \\ e go on : , 1 

■ • . , ., , , appearance was denera! J .inner !nin-e!l, mounted on a 

t, do !m,.e-. Vo- hohnve vo-af < well an ^ ; ole^^, ^ ^ 

dehioaika: no knrl a iiair of vo hold, imt so yo try to > ...... , . 

, • 1 j V ! Jle save one wild eiamd-i'oii o] t„y at \n>< si^nt o! ass 

.-caopi. indr!'- to -luiot 01 ooao — see. I ■ 



"'•j,. M,,- Vuy\±.,\v-'\. -av mo !" si;.' ■ sod. "He 
tells 1 m> lii::t »<•!> sp-e a drhviive! 1 >o (.oniet !i on. ' Think 
of some w:iv ••> yrct me hick to no failn r. Tliai w.;. \ 
sla'lod fn d". Sa\c mo from that fearful 1111111 .'" 

"Hope for the hc-t. mv dear." Alice said. "The Ikradvs 
ai'e out alti" von. To !«• sii'.e. the prosiieel looks hlaik 
ono'i!.di ju-l now fin- hoiii of us. hut they Iia\e a hahil "f 
sec. ceding' in their nndeltslUin"". so let tl- hone thai this 
ease- wii! he no exception !o the rule. Meanwhile, lake it 
f o:n me that the very hesi thinpt vo;i can do is to Jet your 
liusiia.nd snpno-e licit ! have influenced you in his fa\or." 

Minnie promised to do so. and when ['etc came in soon 
after she received him fj a i i cheerfully. 
He seemed immens'dy pleased,. 

it was fretting nn towards dark now. and ihey were >!i!l 
talkiim. Alice unddiic- hei>elf a.s ntrreeahle a- ; j-ossihle. when 
one of the white ir.en ru-dicd into the hut. 

"i'efi 1" he cried. "I've just seen Ih-orjre. HeV down 
bv t!)e swami). vhere it runs into the Kal '. !c-nake.'' 

Without uttering a word Pete sjirai',..v up and ri:-hed 
out of the luif. 

We left the Brady- drawn up acro-s the narrow traiJ 
waiting for troul)!e. 
It did not come ! 



Alice. "Lead on." 
■ k ok still keeping hi.- 



-rd !„■ .I^ao-aphal. 

'I'licv walk"! .■ s : 1 > 1 i u the t rati, t 
reviil \ i 1 . e. 'At ilee. 

. .\ t ! eoei !l they cane' to two saddled iiorse-. which they 
inoacici." A ndc followed, and at its end Alice found 

be: self in tin- m ■-•rled htiidwr camp. 

]»,.!,, ,,,,,,,, ,„,, „f ,| v pnneioal hod at their approach. 

••(iood fm- Mm. La'lv!" he cried. "So you jrot her, did 
yeti ? Me dear Mi-s Mortv'omery. 1 lx>jr vou will not be 
in the least alarmed. L« I me aid you to alight." 

lie a-Mc! her from , he saddle and led her into the nut, 
where -at a woum num. a- Alice at first -iance supposed, 
inn in-tantu -hoVcc,;,, the fact that it was a young 
woman masi|uerading ina ' c ' a ^ tlrt! - 



sen and .-jiranjr from the -addle. 

Lor a moiiient the boy staid in his dazed way. audi ke n 
suddenly eryinjr ont : "Oh. father! father!" he skpp.di 
from the saddle and sprang to his father's outstrerched 
arms. 

Meanwhile, the rest of the band came up. 
There were twenty-five of them. 

All the white employees of- the mill were there — ten in 
number, the rest were blacks. 

All. did we say ? Xo. Ld Bellows was missing. 

Presently Oeneral Tanner was ready to explain. 

Ld had been deserted by George Brandeth before they 
had gone far. it appeared, and he and Minnie went on 
alone. They ran directly into Pete's band. Ed was shot 
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and left for dead, Minnie being carried off by her husband 
as we have seen. 

"But the brave boy was only slightly wounded," the gen- 
eral went on to say. "He made his way to the mills, told 
his story, and here we are. Mr. Brady, how can I ever 
thank you enough? It is all your doings, and I want to 
say right hero that Ed was in the wrong to leave you as he 
did, but this fellow Brandeth, who is a counterfeiter, 
brought him a letter from Minnie begging him to come to 
her, and to come alone. Brandeth refused to act as his 
guide if he told this to you." 

"Enough," said Old King Brady. "Listen to my end of 
the story now and then let us decide upon a course of ac- 
tion." 

"That fellow is a crazy Haitian nigger who was once 
employed by me," declared the general when Old King 
Brady came to tell about the "king." "lie has the whole 
neighborhood pumped full of Voodooism. He ought to be 
promptly suppressed." 

"You ewe your son's rescue to him, General Tanner," the 
old detective said. 

"I owe it to your partner's courage and to your skill and 
perseverance," declared the general. "But now about 
Minnie. Where is Pete?" 

"I haven't the faintest idea," replied Old King Brady, 
and he had no more than said it when there was a stir 
among the riders, and somebody announced that a young 
colored man had come up the trail on foot who wanted 
to see Old King Brady, and when he came forward he said : j 

"Why, Mr. Brady, I am sent to you with a message from 
de Demon ob Def Swamp. Yo' know who I mean ?" 

"Surely," replied the old detective. "What's the mes- 
sage, boy?" 

"Go to de ole lumber camp by de Rattlesnake. Yo'll 

find Pete de Portugee dar." 

"There you are, general !" cried the old detective. 
* * * * * * 

Alice quieted Minnie as best she could, and then went 
to the door of the hut. 

The gang were all running down among the stumps in 
the direction of the arm of Death Swamp, Pete being in 
the lead. 

"Oh, let us go! I want to see the end of it all!" cried 
Minnie. 

They hurried on, coming to a place from which they 
could overlook the point where the gang had assembled. 

"George! George Brandeth, 3-011 dirt}' traitor!" shouted 
Pete, "if you are in there, show yourself. You will not be 
shot. I am ready to meet you in a fair fight, and it shall 
be knives or revolvers, just as you say." 

Then a shout went up from those assembled, and the" 
blacks to a man fle^l back towards the camp. 

"It is the one they call the Demon of Death Swamp!" 
cried Minnie. "There he stands on that little island. 
Don't you see?" 

It was the Demon, sure enough. 

"Pete Bratanza!" he shouted. "Are you blind? Your 
enemy is hiding within three feet of you ; crouching behind 
that cypress on your right. He will never come out at your 
call. Coward that he is, he will never meet vou in a fair 
fight 1" 



Now do not for a moment imagine that Pete waited for 
this long sentence to be completed. 

Pete made a dart behind the cypress, going in mud up 
to his knees, and the next Alice and Minnie saw he had 
dragged the wretched counterfeiter into view. 

At the same instant shots and shouts were heard at the 
camp above. 

"There comes Old King Brady's gang, and General 
Tanner is with them!" one cried. 

"I don't care who's coming!" yelled Pete, struggling 
with George. "This skunk shall fight me fair or I'll roast 
him alive. Go fer 'em, boys, and leave me to attend to my 
own affairs." 

But the white men had left their rifles at the camp. 
They stood irresolute. 
The struggle continued. 

The king was jumping up and down now on his island, 
barking like a dog, crowing like a rooster and yelling wildly 
between times; a rattlesnake went bobbing up and clown 
on his neck. 

"Let us go !" urged Alice. 

"No," said Minnie, "I stay and see it through." 

She had scarcely spoken when George slipped and went 
down in' the mud, dragging Pete after him. At the same 
instant the king gave a horrible yell and sank to the 
ground. 

And this was the time the Bradys came swooping down 
upon them. 

The poor white men fled before them, but all were cap- 
tured. 

And Pete? And George? 

Neither ever rose out of that mud again! 

And the king? 

He was dying when they reached him, which was not 
until they could fetch a plank from the camp. 

He had been bitten by the rattler, angered, doubtless, by 
the abrupt movements he made. 

Harry shot the snake, and the king stripped of his dis- 
guise after he was dead proved to be Alois Fournier, the 
West Indian mulatto, as General Tanner had always sup- 
posed. 

Needless to say Minnie went all to pieces at the sight 
of her father. 

But she lived to pull herself together again and to marry 
Ed Bellows. 

This, however, was not until long after the Bradys and 
Alice had returned to New York, liberally rewarded by 
General Tanner. 

Next week's issue will contain "THE BRADYS AND 
THE BUNDLE BOY; OK, THE FATE OF EDDIE 
MORAN." 

SEND POSTAL FOR OUR FREE CATALOGUE^ 

. SPECIAL NOTICE :— All back numbers of this weekly, 
except the following, are in print: 1 to G, 1), 13, 42, 46, 47, 
53, to 50, (33, 81. If you cannot obtain the ones you want 
from any newsdealer, send the price in money or postage 
stamps by mail to FRANK TOU3EY, Publisher, lfiS 



West 23d street, New York City, 
copies you order b.y return mail. 
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CHATEAUBRIAND'S ESCAPE. 



By D. W. Stevens 



Among all the earrtains who fought for Church and King 
in the bloody struggle in La Vendee, none had won brighter 
laurels than Victor Chateaubriand, or the "Black Captain," 
as he was generally called, on account of the sable suit that 
he always wore. 

A commonplace history had the young and handsome 
soldier. The only direct descendant of a long and noble 
line of ancestors, at the breaking out of the French Revo- 
lution he was living quietly on his ancestral acres; but 
when he heard that the streets of Paris were running red 
with noble blood, and that his king was in danger, young 
Victor at once buckled on his sword and hurried away to 
the scene of conflict. 

He arrived too late to be of much service, for the fate of 
the unhappy Louis was already sealed. 

But the young soldier distinguished himself by joining 
company with the band headed by the well-known Chevalier 
de Maison Rouge, and nearly effecting the escape of the 
kingly prisoner by a well-contrived scheme. 

By a mere accident the plot failed, the conspirators were 
discovered, and urged to fly. 

In company with two or three more Breton gentlemen, 
Victor returned to his native province, and there raised 
the snow-white banner Avhich bore the lily flowers of roy- 
alty. 

The story of the war in La Vendee is written in the 
pages of history. Never since the world began was wit- 
nessed greater heroism than that displayed by the deeds 
of the half-armed peasants, who for a time so soundly 
thrashed the veteran soldiers of the Republic. 

Right in the head of the victory, before the sad reverse 
came that trampled under foot the golden lilies and raised 
triumphant the blood-stained banner of the Age of Reason, 
Chateaubriand was captured in a skirmish, and forwarded 
at once to Paris to be executed. 

When Chateaubriand reached Paris, a hundred heads a 
day were falling beneath the edge of the sharp knife. 

France was to be purified and regenerated by cutting off 
the head of everybody that had the slightest claim to be 
called respectable. 

With fifty others, Chateaubriand was thrust into a nar- 
row room, and in dreadful anxiety the prisoners waited 
for the announcement of their fate. 

There was very little doubt as to what it would be, for 
in the times of the Reign of Terror to be accused was to 
be condemned; few people entered a prison that did not 
leave it for the scaffold ; the only uncertainty was how long 
it would be bufore the final hour would come. 

Cool and careless by nature as were the greater part of 
the royalists, Chateaubriand chafed but little in the nar- 
row confines of the prison, and as day after day passed by, 
and his name was not called forth as an announcement that 
the fatal cart waited for him, at last the young soldier be- 1 
gan to believe that his case had been overlooked, and that 
there might be a possibility of his escaping the close em- 
brace of Mother Guillotine, as the bloodthirsty Parisians 



were wont to term the horrible engine of death that had 
already destroyed so many valuable lives. 

But above the door of the Parisian prisons at that date 
might be inscribed the line of the Italian poet : 

"Let he who enters here leave hope behind."' 

Few accused ones escaped the merciless butchers who 
at that time ruled the destinies of France. 

And so, one gloomy noon, when the sky above was like 
lead, and the very air seemed murky and oppressive, Cha- 
teaubriand's name was called. 

"At last!" the soldier said, lightly, as he turned away 
from the barred window from whence he had been gazing 
at the death cart standing in the courtyard half-filled with 
its human victims. 

Then he bade his companions in misfortune, "good-by," 
and followed his jailer. 

"We've got to make room for a fresh batch of aristo- 
crats," the jailer said, as he 'bound the prisoner's hands 
behind him — "Madame Guillotine will squeeze fifty or a 
hundred dainty necks before nightfall." 

The fellow spoke as carelessly as though he talked of 
sheep instead of men and women. 

The tumbril, the death cart used to convey prisoners 
from the jail to the place of execution, was crowded with 
victims. 

All of them bare-headed, and with their hands fastened 
securely behind them. 

The usual crowd was in waiting at the prison gate to 
escort the wagons to the Place de Greve, where the execu- 
tions took place. 

Days of slaughter had not yet sated the appetite of the 
rabble. 

No show to them so dear as the dying moments of the 
aristocrats. 

The dog had broken his chain now, and was feeding upon 
the carcass of his master ; no sweeter meat, to his taste, in 
all the world. 

With a yell and jeer the crowd escorted the carts— ^for 
there were five in all — filled with bareheaded and pinioned 
prisoners. 

With pale faces, but with curling lips, the doomed men 
listened to the taunts of the rabble. 

The Place de Greve was reached at last, and "Mother 
Guillotine" began her horrid work. 

Head after head was severed from its trunk, and still the 
crowd pressed nearer and nearer to the platform, their ap- 
petites only whetted by what they had seen. 

Fifty heads ha*l fallen, and the last cart, in which was 
3'oung Victor, discharged its load upon the platform. 

A tall, pale priest, clad in the black robes of his office, 
was the first to step forward, and coolly place his neck 
under the edge of the fatal knife. Again Mother Guillo- 
tine clutched her victim, and another martyr's crown was 
won. 

Then it was suddenly discovered that the instrument of 
death had become disarranged. 

The crowd grumbled and swore at the delay, and pressed 
nearer and nearer to the platform. The}' could not bear 
to be deprived of their sport, even for a few moments. 

Chateaubriand, who was standing on the extreme end of 
the platform, nearest of all the prisoners to the crowd, 
shuddered at first with aversion, as some greasy and tat- 
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tered fellows climbed upon the platform arid peered over box could afford; and at the same moment the wiry fox 
his shoulder, impatient to see what was the matter with made a desperate grab at the goose ; but too late, for ere he 
the Parisians' idol ; but then a sudden thought came into could get a feather between his teeth, the ready bayonet of 
his mind, and he kept his plac*. j the sentinel had passed through his body. The poor goose, 

More of the rabble followed the first men upon the plat- ; by way of showing its gratitude to its preserver, rubbed its 
form. j head against his legs, and made other equally curious dem- 

Xever noticing the bareheaded prisoner, they pressed be- ! onstrations of joy ; nor could it ever be prevailed upon to 
yowl him in their eagerness to see. j quit the post, but walked up and down day after day with 

The guard did not notice the intrusion, and soon Cha- i each successive sentry that was placed there until the bat- 
teaubriand found himself standing in the second line of , talion left Canada, when the goose was brought away with 
the crowd, and then that line pushed by him. jit as a regimental pet, to England. 

The Hoyalist now saw that the time for action had come, j The most remarkable thing in connection with the story 

Moving quickly backward," he descended from the seaf- j is that the goose in turn actually saved its preserver's life, 
fold and was lost in the throng. Twining his hands to- j Whether the former knew that the sentry was the same 
gel he- 1 4 : so as to half conceal the fact that they were tied, j man or not, must of course forever remain a problem ; but 
the soldier reached the square, turned off in a cross street, ; it so happened that he .was on that particular post about 
then turning again, and meeting an honest, simple-looking t two months afterward, when a desperate attempt was made 



citizen, appealed to him. . 

'Oh, citizen," he said, "some rascally wags have tied my 



to surprise and kill the unwary sentinel. It was winter 
time, and although it was a hright moonlight night, the 



hands behind me, and stolen my hat; if you would only'; moon was hidden. ever and anon by the scudding clouds 
have the kindness to release me !" j which seemed to presage an approaching storm. In these 

The. citizen, never suspecting, was only < too happy to j moments of darkness a sharp observer might have noticed 
comply with the reasonable, request. j the shadows of several men who, unobserved by the some- 

And Chateaubriand, the moment he was free, thanked , what drowsy sentinel, were endeavoring stealthily to ap- 
the worthy man and hurried away. Luckily, he had a j proaeh the post where he stood. Suddenly he heard, or 
good store of bank notes secreted in the lining of, his vest,, thought he heard, a strange rustling 'Sound, and bringing 



and so , was easily enabled to escape to England 

Probably not one of the strange incidents of the French 



his musket to his shoulder, he shouted loudly: "Who goes 
there?" Not a: sound, save the echo of his own voice in the 



A FAMOUS GOOSE. 



An interesting relic is preserved in a glass case in the 
Coldstream Guards' orderly-room at Whitehall. It con- 
sists of the head and neck of a goose, around which is a 
golden collar with the inscription: "Jacob— 3d Battalion 
Coldstream Guards." Beneath it are the words: "'Died on 
Duty." 

In 1838 a rebellion broke out in Canada, and two bat- 
talions of the Guards were sent thither to assist in quelling 



• Revolution was more noteworthy than this miraculous es- distance, and the sighing of the winter wind among the 
cape, e branches of the trees which stood in the desert farmyard re- 

sponded to the challenge. 

Several minutes elapsed, during which the soldier march- 
ed tip and down his lonely beat, followed by the devoted 
goose, until, deeming his alarm unwarranted, he again 
"stood at ease" before the sentry-box. This was the ene- 
my's .opportunity, and the rebels were not long in endeavor- 
ing to profit by it. Closer and closer they stole up towards 
the post, the thick snow which lay on the ground complete- 
ly deadening the sound of their footsteps. But just as two 
of their number, one on each side of the sentry-box, were 
preparing with uplifted knife to spring upon the unsuspect- 



it, the battalion already mentioned being one of them. Both i ing man, the bird made a grand effort, arose suddenly on its 



corps occupied the Citadel of Quebec, and in their turn sup- 
plied the guards which were ordered to be mounted in 
different parts of the town and neighborhood. 

'Near one of these guards was a farmyard which had suf- 
fered much from the ravages of foxes — animals that were 
at that period a great pest to the colonists; and as the 
farm in question had been suspected of being the meeting- 
place of the rebels; a chain of sentries was placed around it. 

One day the sentry, whose duty it was to watch the en- 
trance to the farm, had his attention attracted by an un- 
usual noise, and on looking toward the spot whence it pro- 
ceeded, he beheld a fine goose fleeing toward him, closely 
pursued, by a fox. His first impulse was to have a shot at 
the latter; but this would have alarmed the guard, and 
brought condign punishment on himself for giving a take 



alarm. He was compelled, therefore, to remain a silent he was at length run 



spectator of the scene, while every step brought the Bernard 
nearer to his prey. In the height of its despair, the poor 
bird ran its head and neck Between the legs of the soldier, 
in its frantic endeavor to r<ia£h the refuge which the Bentry- 



wings, and swept around the sentry-box with tremendous 
force, flapping its wings right in the faces of the would-be 
assassins. They' were astounded, and rushed blindly for- 
ward; but the sentry, fully aroused to his danger, bayoneted 
one and shot at the other as he was running away. Mean- 
while the other conspirators approached to the assistance 
of their colleagues, but the bird repeated its tactics, and 
enabled the sentry to keep them at bay until the guard, 
whom the firing of his musket had alarmed, came upon 
the scene, and made them flee for their live^ 

When this incident became known, poor old Jacob was 
the hereof the garrison, and the officers subscribed for and 
purchased the golden collar which the bird afterward wore 
until the day of his death. 
For many years Jacob seemed to bear a charmed life; bat 



over 



by 



Eve 



effort which 



kindness and skill could suggest was macfe to saw this ex- 
traordinary bird, but it was of no avail, and he died like a 
true English'soldier, at the post of duty, after a "sentry- 
go" of no less than twelve years. 



magic mxbkob. 

Mtt'.and lean fnnny (aces. By 
looking In these mlrrora uT>rieht 
your features become narrow and 
elongated. Look into It aidewise 
and^ your phiz broadens out in 
the most comical manner. Size 
8%x2% inches, In a handsome imi- 
tation morocco case, 
j - — Price, 10c. each, postDaid 

f. LANO, 218 Walworth St., B'kljn, S. ?! 



ELECTRIC MOTOR (Style E). 

One dry battery will 
operate this machine. It 
has a cast iron baso and 
frame and is finished in 
a uminum and gold bronze. 
Size of base is 3 Inches by 
4 inches, height 5 inches. 
These machines develop 
more power from one Bat- 
tery than any motor on the 
market. The motors can 
be connected with a 
number of mechan- 
ical toys by means of 
small counter-shafts. 
Price, by express, 75c. 
each. 

%. Senarens, S« Winthrop St., Brooklyn, N. T. 




Ml'STEBIOUS SKULL. 

Shines in the dark. The most 
frightful ghost ever shown. A 
more startling effect could not be 
found. Not only will it afford 
tremendous amusement, but it is 
guaranteed to scare away bur- 
glars, bill collectors, and book 
agents. It cannot get out of order 
and can be used repeatedly. Price, 
4x6 inches, 15c. s life size, 40c. by 
mail. 

!h. LANG, 21S Walworth St., B'klyn., N. Y. 




THE MAGIC DAGGER. 

A wonderful illusion. 
To all appearances it 

_ n is an ordinary dagger 

1 ' which you can flourish 
around in your hand 
_ and suddenly state that you think you have 
S.Uved long enough ar.d had better commit 
^.suicide, at the same time plunging the dagger 
';>wp to the hilt Into your breast or side, or you 
^ jefcn pretend to stab a friend or acquaintance. 
Of course your friend or yourself are not in- 
jured In the least, but the deception is perfect 
-and will startle all who see It. 

Price, 10c, or 3 for 35c. by mail, postpaid. 
■ J~. KENNEDY, S03 West 127th St., N. Y. 




GIANT SAV? 
PUZZLE. 

This puzzle contains 
twenty-one pieces of 
wood nicely finished; 
take them apart and 
put them together 
same as illustrated. 
Everybody would like 
to try it, as it is very 
fascinating. Price, by 
mail, postpaid, 25c. 
each. 

J8L F. LANG, 815 Walworth SI., B'klyn, N. Y. 




THE FLUTOPHONE. 

A new musical in- 
strument, producing the 
sweetest dulcet tones of 
the flute. The upper 
part of the instrument 
is placed in the mouth, 
the lips covering the 
openings in the centre. 
Then by blowing gently 
upon it you can play 
.jpy tune desired as easily as whistling. But 
Wtle practice is required to become a finished 
Iyer. It is made entity of metal, and will 
* a lifetime. We send full instructions 
each Instrument. Price, 15c, or % for 
by mail, postpaid. 

WABFOBD, 16 Hart St., Brooklyn, N. ¥. 

THE AUTOMATIC EUNNING MOUSE 

This mouse is so 
nearly a perfect imi- 
tation of the live ani- 
mal as to not only de- 
ceive the ladies, but 
to even deceive the 
Inside each mouse is a set of clock 
which you wind up with a key, then 
* the mouse on the floor and It will run 
»Sly in every direction in a circle across 
.floor backward and forward, as II to bbi 
*" Suddenly set it agoing In a 

'there are ladies, and you *l hav« , the 
y* hearing them scream and lump upon 
EOhalrs to escape the little rodent. K ,,.™o 
teWcal mei-se Is well worth 50c, but wo 
mill h for 30c, and send it by mail po«t- 

'.K0VJ3.TY CC. 55 F- SCO SJ.. 3T. I- 





R1DER AGENTS WAITED 

in udi town to ride and exhibit ssmptfc 
"i9« Bicycle, Writ* for special offer. 
I We Ship on Approvs I -mUkout a cent 
\ deposit, allow lO DAYS PRCI TRIAL 
and prepay freight on every bicycle. 

, „ _ FACTORY PRICKS an bicycles, dres 

**H5*e*"^fc and sundries. Do not l> try until you receive our cat- 
■logs and learn our smA« vrdcf prices and m^Vf lout special offer. 
Tins, coaster brake rear wheels, lamps, sundry, herlf prices. 

MEAD CYCLE CO., D«pt. p-282 Chicag o. Ill 

WATCH RiNS&CHM 

^.POjtiUveljr tfivm to BOYS mad GIRLS a 
BEAUTIFUL .AmnieanVkade stem • wind. 



item-sat watch, with JandsionMlj de«f 

caw. proper aba. GUAKAMTF;£3!> & ' 

I A'** dainty nnir, sat with three Bparklir.fr 
B-ones, for selhnsr 20 jewelry articles at 
10c each. Order jewelry 
today. When «old send t 
ud we will oead watch, 
- ing and emtio . 
WeGoarantee Sat'sfaeUoa. , 

bafe WatACa.,P ept 62,Ouaiso 

COTS OF FUN FOR A DIME 

Ventriloquists table Throat &^£»iE2 

9 Aatoalth sad mystify yaur frWs. Neif h lik« a hone; whin? like a 
poppj; •Idc Hka s canu? and imitate V.xi* nnd btutt of 1«M and 
^tmau I OAPS Of FUN, Wond«rul iawarton. »w 
801d. t"! ice ea\j lOwntSj 4 fhr CSowtor 13 f.«r 60o»sta 




*tiS . 




STEM 
SET 



AIR RIFLE 

This dandy rifle fr.o for selling 20 pkgs. ART 
r Post Cards at 10c per pkew. Send for cards today. 
^ when sol(1,sendii8t2.U0 and rifle will be sent von at once. 
GATES MFC. CO., DEPT. 504, CHICAGO. 

Tf*ll R1NO *EDI 

PSAUTIFDlXl ICJf OBAVBD, Fl&tad WATCE, *qual 
la appsaruica to Solid Gold 'Watch, Americas wr*~ 
|riuranteid5jrm^adabeaiiilfiilRlii|; yStilJb, 
k*t with aa Ira. Diuaond, for solllnc N^ft?* 




*<mly 20 paokaeei ni beautiful high 
da art pott oard« M lOo a paokage, , 
i? 20 packages. &ad -rttea cold, ssad 

, aad we wilt p«Idv*W esad joa the. 

Tf^EiazftOnila. WILLARD WATCH Co.. Ilept. 



CJUCAU0 




WEIRD & NOBBY gSe 

Tsrflaiih; fluhlar rtd<c %mu «jia. . Lookoflsli. we»m 
^ttllaadphaaM. Dran^ ?tt*ti! : nn »v«rywli»r«. Trie* only 
isoir8(or25o;woi-tt =--tc. WhMes.lo: 12 for 91.00 Big 

MUtt - W. F. Hi UJOT. Frenchta-ft, N. J. 

mmm m ^^TjOoV rlplitthrcaffb yonrfriCDrk 
Jm, flv^l m v ! iti ? litt ^ ir-atru:nf!nt. Sot 




the bor.« 

Send today. X-ttajMfg. Co., - 



; Chlcage. 

ftftY'^" Buckskin Shirta75?5.o6; Suits, ?i2^00~; Moc- 
UUI ° casino, $1.00; Vests, $3 00. Nicely Tanned 
Wolf, Wildcat, or Texas Peccary Skin Rugs, §2.50 
each. Genuine Mexican Opals, $1.00; Arizona 
Rubies, 25c; Mexican Turquoise, $1.00. 

STARK TRADING CO., LOPENO. TEXAS. 



I— A NEW INDUSTRY - 1 

WE cannot see, for the life of us, why you 
should hesitate to send for a sample can 

containing 26 solidified alcohol cubes with a store for biirniii g 
it, the formula, how simple it call be made at home and sol'd 
in stores with good profits, the Fanners' Circular, No. 9, and 
the Wood Waste News for one ypar. All f9* C% tf\ /\ 
thlswill bemaiied to anyaddress, postpaid, Tft X 9 II 9 
on receipt of... - atpeM *w 

Teddy's Laboratory, Wheeling, W.Va., U.S.A. 



"IMV^Ikl K INK" The mysterious, wonderful 
inJIJIIIL.tj inn. way of writing. lUc. a bot- 
tle (in coin). MYSTERY SHOP, 14 Liberty St. 
Dept. F., Cinn., O. 



STEM 

WIND. 




glaj and Oaaia, 



RINC&, 
CHAIN . 

BSAUTIP0LLX I.MQRAVZD, Plated WATCH, -scca! 
in appaarauca to Solid Gold Wateh, AtnerlaaiADadaj 
guaranteed 6 j«rf, a&d a baauilful •rw- 
Jliog, for Mlliai only 20 pa?ka|» c( \S^&» 
b«autlful high (rede arc pon oaidi /£*U 5 
. at lUu a package. Ordar SO paoi:- 
ip*. and wh#a told, ccad tu SS, an d 

I will pofltiTB.y send 7011 ttis Wutcb- 

WELLS UFO. CO., SBPT. CIIKAGOU 




BE A GUN MAN 

You can carry a Gun like the 
famous Gun fighters of the South- 
west, if it is onwof our attractive 
Watch Fobs. 

A TEXAS GUN FOB 

Holster made of good leather, 
neatly stitched with metal gun 
inserted- ready to be pulled. 

This is the Greatest novelty 
any manly boy eau wear ; lends an 
air of Western romaneo and conr- 
aye. 

Fend 2-'ie. today and receive a 
fob by return mail. $1.00 brings 
u fobs. Postage paid. 

tam LEAfHES & r.0»ELTt C3., 
Uept. F.T. Ian 4«l«ni», T«t». 



You can easily rid the 
barnyard of prowling 
pests if you own a 
Peming tortrUMC 

.22 REPEATER 
Its accuracy has proved 
it the world's best small 
game and target rifle. 
Prove this for yourself. Go 
to any Pemfngton-UMC 
dealer. Examine this man's 
rifle built to your size. Note 
its racy beauty of line, its 
perfect balance, its few and 
strong and simple parts, its easy 
take-down. See how readily 
it cleans from the breech. 

Shoots .22 short, .22 long, 
.22 long rifle cartridges with- 
out adjustment. Solid breech, 
hammerless, safe ! 
Write for set cf free targets. 

F emtog ton.-UMC 

—the perfect shooting combination 

lie mi agior. Arms— Union Metallic Ctrtridife Co. 
j299 Broadway, N? w York Cil» 




CACHOO OK SNEEZING POWDER- 

The greatest fun-malcer ot 
them all. A small amount 
Dt this powder, when blown 
in a room. ,\vlll cause 
everyone to sneeze without 
anyone knowing where It 
comes from. It is very light, win float in the 
air for some time, and penetrate every nook 
and corner of a room. It is perfecttly harm- 
less. Cachoo is put up in bottles, and on« 
bottle contains enoug-h to be used from 10 to 
15 times. Trice, by mail, 10c. each; 3 for 23c, 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO.. 3D W. 20th St.. N, Y, 



RARE POSTAGE STAMPS 

Our packages are the b^st. fti 
each contains at .least t rare 
ones, worth the price of th* 
whole lot. Start a collection. 
In time it will grow very Val- 
uable. Every known variety 
of foreign and domestic stamps 
in these packages. Fifty va- 
rieties for 5 cents; one thousand. 
10 cents; two hundred, 20 cents; three hun- 
dred, 35 cents; five hundred, ?1. 25 ; one thou- 
sand, {3.25; two thousand, $18.00; 1,000 mlxsd 
lot, 25 cents. A 11 m good condition and worth 
twice the amount we ask. 
WOLF! NOVELTY CO., 99 W. *6th St., X. %. 






GOOD LUCK BANES. 

Ornamental as well as useful. 
Made of highly nickeled brass. 
It holds just One Dollar. When 
filled It opens Itself. Remains 
locked until refilled. Can be used 
as a watchcharm. Money refund- 
ed if not satisfied. Price, 10c. 
by mail. 

L. SENAKENS, 
347 Winthrop St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 



NAIL PUZZLE. 

Made of 2 metal nails 
linked together. Keeps 
folks guessing; easy to 
take them apart when you 
know how. Directions 
with every one. 

Price, 6c, postpaid. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 26th St., N. Y. 




THE MAGIC NAIL. 

A common nail Is given 
for examination, and then in- 
stantly shown pierced through 
the finger; and yet, when 
taken out, the finger Is found 
to be perfectly uninjured, 
and the nail is again given 

Nicely finished. 
Price, 10c. by mail, postpaid. 
J. KENNEDY, 303 West 127th St., N. Y. 




to be examined. 



GOOD LUCK PUZZLE. , 

It consists of three horse- 
shoes fastened together. 
Only a very clever person 
can take off the closed 
horseshoe from the two 
linked horseshoes. But it 
can be done in a moment when the secret is 
known. Price, by mail, 10c. each. 
H. F. LAN (J, 215 Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 




ROUGH RIDER DISC PISTOLS. 

Made of nicely col- 
ored wood B% inches 
long. The power is 
furnished by rubber 
bands. Ten discs of 
cardboard with each 
pistol. Price, 6c. each, 
postpaid. 

WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 26th St.. N. Y. 




size, 
II. F. 



IMITATION GIANT DIAMONDS. 

Diamond rings or studs of 
half-inch and one inch in 
diameter are heard of in 
stories only. We have them 
imitated by prodigious spark- 
ling stone a which will deceive 
the glance of any spectator. 
Price by mail, postpaid, small 
25c. each; large size, 35c. each. 
LANG, 215 Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 




MAGIC PUZZLE 
KEYS. 

Two keys interlock- 
ed in such a manner 
it seems impossible to 
separate them, but 
when learned it is 
easily done. 

Price, 6c, postpaid. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 26th St., N. Y. 




THE JUMPING FROG. 

This little novelty creates 
a world of laughter. ' Its 
chief attractiveness is that 
it takes a few seconds be- 
fore leaping high in the air, 
so that when set, very inno- 
cently along side of an unsuspecting person, 
he is suddenly startled by the wonderful 
activity of this frog. Price, 15c. each by mail 
postpaid. 

1«. F. LANG, 215 Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 




ALUMINUM DRINKING CUPS. 

These handsome little cups are 
very handy in size, do not leak, and 
are Satin finished. When com- 
pressed, can be carried in the vest 
pocket. They hold a good quantity 
of liquid, and are very strong, light, 
yet durable. Price, 14c. each, post- 
paid. 

•fOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 26th St., N. Y. 




COMICAL FUNNY FACES. 

This genuine laugh producer is 
made of nicely colored cardboard. 
A sharp, bent hook is at the back 
to attach it to the lapel of your 
coat. Hide one hand under the 
lape! and twitch the small, black 
thread. It wiU cause a red tongue 
to dart in and out of the mouth in 
the most comica\ manner imaginable at the 
■word of command. It is very mystifying, and 
never fails to produce a hearty laugh. 

Price, 6c. each by mail. 
V. V. LANG, 215 Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 





THE MAGIC CIGAR CASE. 

A beautiful and per- 
fect cigar case, made 
of imitation alligator 
and sealskin leather; 
worth a quarter as a 
cigar case alone. It 
can be shown full of 
cigars and instantly 
banded to a person, 
who, upon opening it, finds only an empty 
case. The box has a secret spring and a 
double case, and can be operated only by one 
in the secret. Full printed instructions sent 
with each case. Every smoker should have 
one. Price, 20c; 2 for 35c. by mail, postpaid; 
one dozen by express. SI .50. 

J. KENNEDV, 303 West 137th St., N. Y. 




LINK THE LINK PUZZLE. 

The sensation of the day. 
Pronounced by all. the most 
baffling and scientific novelty 
out. Thousands have worked 
at it for hours without mas- . 
tering: it, still it can be done in two seconds 
by giving the links the proper twist, but un- 
less you know how, the harder you twist them 
the tighter they trow. Price, 6c. j 3 for 15c.t 
one dozen, C0c, by mail, postpaid. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 2Gth St., N. Y. 



NORWEGIAN MOUSE. 

A very large gray mouse, 
measuring S inches from tip 
of nose to end of tail. The 
body of mouse is hollow. 
Place your first finger in his 
body, and then by moving your 
finger up and down, the mouse 
appears to be running up your 
sleeve. Enter a room where 
there are ladies, with the 
mouse runn'iig up your sleeve, 
and you will see a rapid scat- 
tering of the fair sex. Many 
practical jokes can be perpe- 
trated with this small rodent. 

Price, 10c; S for 25c. mailed, postpaid. 
H. F. LANG, 215 Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 



WINDOW SMASHERS. 

The greatest sensation, just 
from Paris. A most wonder- 
ful effect of a smashing - , 
breaking 1 , failing' pane or 
frlass. It wilt electrify every- 
body. When you come home, 
slam the door shut and at 
the same time throw the 
discs to the floor. Every pane of glass in the 
house will at once seem to have been shat- 
tered. Price, by mail, postpaid, S5c, a Bet 
^£ sis plates. 

H. T. LANG, 215 Walworth St., B'klyn, N.\. 




A NEW SQUIRT BADGE. 

Great fun for the mil- 
lion! Wear it in your 
buttonhole and then press 
the bulb and watch the 
other fellow run. 

Price, 14c. 
J. KENNEDY, 
303 West 127th St., N. Y. 




THI; ELK HEAD PUZZLE. 

Just out, and one of the 
most fascinating puzzles on 
the market. The stunt is to 
separate the antlers and re- 
join them. It looks easy, but 
try it and you will admit that 
it is without exception the best 
puzzle you have ever seen. You can't leave 
it alone. Made of silvered metal. 
Price, 12c; 3 for 30c, sent by mail, postpaid. 
H. F. LANG, 215 Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 




MARBLE VASE. 

a A clever and puzzling effect, 

/\?k.^>^— eas y to do; the apparatus can 
I \*&3& ife be minut ely examined. Effect: 
&dSr%if&£M A marble can be made to pasi 
* from the hand into the closed 
"■salt vase, which a moment before 

was shown empty. This is a 
beautiful enameled turned wood vase. 

Price. 20c. 
M. O'NEILL, 425 W. 56th St., N. Y. 



THE MAGNETIC TOP. 

A handsome metal, 
highly magnetized toy. 
A horseshoe and a spiral 
wire furnished with 
each top. When spun 
next to the wires, they 
make the most surpris- 
ing movements. You 
can make wires of dif- 
ferent shapes and get 
the most peculiar ef- 
fects. Price, 5c, post- 
paid. 

L. Senarens, 347 Winthrop St., Brooklyn, N. T. 





THE JUMPING BEAN. 

The funniest thing 
out ! You place them 
in a plate, and they 
suddenly hop up into 
the air with the most 
astonishing agility. 
These queer little fel- 
lows are guaranteed to mystify the smartest 
professor by their mysterious actions. Nobody 
can account for their funny movements. More 
fun than a circus! Get a few and watch their 
strange jumps. Price, 6c. each, or 6 for 25c. 
by mail. 

M. O'NEILL, 425 W. 50th St., N. Y. 

THE CROWN STYLO. 

Made of aluminum, 
satin finish, guaran- 
teed not to leak. This 
stylographic ink pen- 
cil is made on a new plan. It cannot cor- 
rode and will outlast and outclass any simi- 
lar pencil on the market. It ia a splendid 
writer, and is easily kept in order. Each one 
packed with a filler , and a clip to hold it 
in your vest pocket. 

Price, 25c. each, postpaid. 
II. F. LANG, 215 Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 



THE FIGHTING ROOSTERS. 

A full blooded pair ol 
fighting g a m e cocka 
These liliputian flghten 
have real feathers, yellov 
less and fiery red combs 
their movements whei 
fighting are perfectly nat- 
ural and lifelike, and the 
secret of their movements 
is known only to the operator, who can caus« 
them to battle' with each other as often 
and as long as desired. Independent of their 
fighting proclivities they make very pretty 
mantel ornaments. Price for the pair in a 
strong box, 1 0c. ; 3 pairs for 25c. by mail, 
postpaid. 

WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. £3th St.. N. Y. 




THE PEG JUMPER. 

A very effective 
pocket trick, easily 
to be performed by 
any one. A miniature 
paddle is shown. Cen- 
tral holes are drilled through it. A wooden 
peg i3 inside of the upper hole. Showing now 
both sides of the paddle, the performer causes, 
by simply breathing upon it, the peg to leave 
the upper hole, and appear in the middle one. 
Then it jumps to the lower hole, back to the 
middle one, and lastly to the upper hole. 
Both sides of the paddle are repeatedly shown. 
Price by mail, 15c, 
J. KENNEDY, 3.03 West 127th St., N. Y. 




BEAD SHOT SQUIRT PISTOL. 

If you shoot a man 
with this "gun" he will 
be too mad to accept 
the ancient excuse — "I 
didn't know it was, 
loaded." It loads easily 
with a full charge of 
water, and taking aim, press the rubber bull 
at the butt of the Pistol, when a small stream 
of water Is squirted into his face. The best 
thing to do then is to pocket your gun and 
run. There are "loads of fun" in this wicked 
little joker, which looks like a real revolver, 
trigger, cock, chambers, barrel and all. Frica 
only 7c; 4 for 25c; one dozen 60c. by mail 
nosfmM'i. 

II. F. LANG, 215 Walworth St.. B'klyn, N. Y. 




THE HIDEOUS SPIDER. 

Fun for every- 
body with one ol 
these handsome 
brutes. His bodj 
is 3 inches long, 
beautifully enamel- 
ed g r o e n , with 
white ridges, yel- 
low speckles, bulging eyes, and a big: red 
mouth. He is armed with six lees and twn 
upright feelers, made of flexible spiral springs. 
A dark, invisible thread attached to his bod> 
lets you shake him in the air before youE 
friends' eyes, when the legs wiggle in a mosl 
natural, lifelike manner. Guaranteed to make 
any lady howl and to scare the bravest here 
on earth out of his boots. 

Price by mail, 10c. each. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 2Cth St., N. X, 



MINIATURE COMPASS CHARM. 

A beautiful charm, to be 
worn on the watch chain. It 
consists of a true and perfect 
compass, to which Is attach- 
ed, by a pivot, a powerful 
magnifying fciass. When not 
in usi» the magnifying glass llts closely insid« 
the compass and is not se?n. Th« compass is 
protected by a glass crystal, and is hand- 
somely silver-nickel plated and burnished, pre- 
senting a very attractive appearance. Heri 
you have a reliable compass, a powerful mag- 
nifying glass, and a handsome charm, all in 
one. It is a Parisian novelty, entirely new. 
Price, 25c. by mail, postpaid. „ v 

U. F. LANG, 213 Walwortli St., B'klyn, N. ¥- 
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NEW YORK, FEBRUARY 9, 1912. 



TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS 



Single Copies .05 Cent* 

One Copy Three Months .05 Cents 

One Copy Six Months $1.25 

One Copy One Year Sa.go 

Postage Free. 

now TO SEND MONEY— At our risk send P.O.Monsy Order, Check, 
or Registered Letter; remittances in any other way are at your risk. 
We accept Postago SStampe tho eamo as cash. When sending silver 
wrap the (Join in a oeparato piece of paper to avoid cutting the envel- 
ope. Write your name and address plainly. Address letters to 

SrSS.^JSS"' l Frank Tousey, Publisher 

ohm. E. NtlahdkE] Swnt»7 J j 53 West 23d St., N. Y. 



ITEMS WORTH READING 



Medical statistics prove that amputations are four times 
as dangerous after the- age of fifty as before. 

Siani buys more sewing machines from America than 
from Great Britain, Germany^. Belgium, and France com- 
bined. 

A man with the statistical mania lias figured that $25,- 
000,000 is spent on cabs in London each year. He farther 
figures that over .$7,000,000 of this amount is for tips and 
overcharges. 

Modern exploration of the ocean bottom lias shown that 
the sea has its mountains as well as the land. Ships sail 
over these mountains of the sea as eagles pass over the Alps, 
but, owing to the darkness that reigns in the ocean depths, 
we cannot look down and see their peaks, slopes, and 
' ranges lying far beneath the keels of our vessels. But we 
' can discover them by feeling, as it were; that is to say, by 
. means of soundings that reveal their outlines. One of the 
remarkable chains of submarine mountains discovered- in 
this manner lies about one hundred miles east of the coast 
of Australia, it was found in surveying a track for a 
cable to .Norfolk Island. The sea above the tops of its 
highest summits is about fifteen hundred feet deep, but 
around them the plummet sinks to a depth of two or three 
miles. 

'. The nan.es of i)<o months were thus derived: January 
Was named after Janus, the god of gates and doors of all 
beginning, according to the Hoinans. February was so 
named because oil the ufieenth of that month the Romans 
held their great least of purification (februare, to purify). 
The third month was dedicated to the god of war, Mars. 
April comes from the Lai in April is, but its meaning is not 
tlelinitelv known. May probably was derived from Mais, 
daughter of Jupilcr. Junius was the founder of a Roman 
fainilv and Jane v,-as named alter him. July was the 
month' in' which J»li«* ( ' iivsar was bom aud Augustus 
Cavii- l"id \n"i | -t named in his honor. September was 
tl.e SlU ,,e'n|li nmnih of the Woman year, which began in 
iWh,' Oelooer tin- ^ iaU > Novc,!,k ' r the ninth ' and De " 
ttmiber the tenth- 



Every foreign office of Europe acts on the theory that 
an army of spies is constantly on the alert io steal its se- 
crets, and infinite precautions are taken to baffle their ef- 
forts. Very shortly after the first use of blotting paper it 
was discovered that it was quite possible to cause a blotting 
pad to give up jealously guarded secrets by simply holding 
it in front of a mirror. Long after all the commercial 
world had forgotten the existence of such a thing, the 
British Foreign Office used a sand phaker to dry its im- 
portant written documents. Then specially manufactured 
black blotting paper was used, but this Mas not found to 
be absolutely spy proof, and a return to the sand shaker 
was contemplated, when some one suggested the simple ex- 
pedient of a small absorbent roller. These rollers lane 
since been used for drying diplomatic documents. When 
such a roller- has been run up and down across a document 
once or twice, the cleverest spy in the world is at liberty to 
try his hand at deciphering the impressions. 



WITH THE FUNNY FELLOWS 

"And your husband gave $50,000 for that old book?" 
"Yes,"' replied Mrs. Cumrox. "To show how much you 
care for literature, I suppose?" "Xo. To show how little 
we care for $50,000." 

Magistrate — What is the charge against this old man? 
Policeman — Stealing a lot of brimstone, Your Honor. He 
was caught in the act. Magistrate (to prisoner ) : — My 
aged friend, couldn't you have waited a few years longer? 

A minister was horrified one Sunday to see a boy in the 
gallery of the church pelting the hearers in the pews below 
with horse-chestnuts. As the good man looked up, the boy 
cried out : "You tend to your preaching, Mister. I'll keep 
'em awake." 

Tapeur (always hard up, to his old friend Pingre) — Oh, 
I say, old man, could you lend me five francs ? Pingre — 
(affecting to be very deaf) — What say? I'm very hard of 
hearing. Tapeur — I ga id, "Could you lend me ten francs ?" 
Pingre — Ten francs! Why, sapristi, my dear chap, }\\st 
now you only wanted five ! 

An old negro preacher did the honors, aud the candidate 
for baptism was a coal-black negro woman. The preacher 
led his victim far out in the stream where she could be 
thoroughly immersed, and at the auspicious moment he 
cried, in a loud voice : "Be stiddy, sistah, bo stiddy, an' 
you'll conic up whit ah dan snow." "Oh, parson," she 
exclaimed, "dat's askin' too much; a cream eoiorll do!" 

The men were arguing as to who was the greatest in- 
ventor. One said Stephenson, who invented the locomotive. 
Another declared it was the man who invented the com- 
pass. Another contended for Edison. Still another for 
the Wrights. Finally one of them turned to a little He- 
brew who had remained silent. "Who do you think?" 
"Veil," he said, with a hopeful smile, "the man who in- 
vented interest was no slouch." 
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475 Young Wild West's Gallop tor Gold: or. 

Arietta and the Mine Owner. 

476 Young Wild West "Busting" the Buckers : 

or. The Cowboy Who "Touched 
Leather." 

477 Young Wild West Itescning His Sweet- 

heart : or. The Best Shot of All. 

478 Y'oung Wild W est Foiling the Kaiders ; 

or. Taking a Long Chance. 

479 Young Wild West Corral'.ng the Creeks: 

or. Arietta and the Redskins Bound 
Up. 

4&0 Young Wild Wesl's Warning: or, The 
Secret Hand of the Gulch. 



481 Y"oung Wild West After Big Game ; or, 

Arietta and the Hunters' Trap. 

482 Young Wild West's Clean Sweep: or, 

The Reformation of Reckless Camp. 

483 Y'oung Wild West and the Hoodoo Claim ; 

or Arietta and the Keg of Nuggets. 

484 Young Wild West and "Cinnamon 

Hank ;" or. The Grudge of the Gila 
Giant. 

483 Young Wild West's Scrimmage With 
Sioux ; or Arietta and the Benegade. 
gade. 

486 Young Wild West Racing the Cowboys; 
or, Saving a Doomed Ranch. 
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ioe;g Speculator: or, Taking a 
■ h ilie Market. I A W ail 
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321 Out for His nights ; or. Starting a Busi- 
ness on II is Nerve. 

[Y22 After the Last Dollar: or. The Wall 
Street Boy Who Saved His Boss. 

',Vl\i Fresh from the West : or. The Lad Who 
Made Good m New York. 

"24 Boss of Wall Street: or, Taking Chances 
ou the Curb. 

.'llio Dirk the Runaway; or, The Treasure of 
the Isle of Fogs. 
In tin' (lame to Win ; or. Beating the 
Wall Street "Bulls." 
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A Born Salesman : or. A Young Money' 

maker on the Road. 
Dick Dalton. Young Hanker : or. Corner- 
ing the Wall Street "Sharks." 
A Poor Boy s Luck ; or, The Rise of a 

Young Builder. 
A $50.01X1 Den! : or, Hal Hardv, the Wall 

Street Wizard 
Biilly. the Blacksmith ; or. From Anvil 

to Fortune. 
Sharp and Smart, the Young Brokers. 

and rjov Thev Made, a Million. t A 

Wall Street Story.) 



•'I-LUCIS AKD LtTCK" 

Tt'O Dauntless Young Douglas: or. The ."ris- 
..i.cr of the isie By Allan Arnold. 

701 His liwn Master: or. In Business Cor 
Iliins.-ir. I'y Allyn Diaper. 

70Z The Li st Kxpcdition ; or. The City of 
Skulls. I'y Bertou Bertrew. 

703 Uo.d.ni! Ho* Own ; or. The Brave Fight 

of Bob Carter. By J as. C. ilerr it 

704 The Young Mounted I'oliceinan. A Story 

of .New York City Lie. By Ukh..iU 
U. MonlgOLdery. 



705 Captain Thunder: or. The Treasure Hun- 

ters of Robbers' lteef. By Capt. Thos. 
11 Wiison. 

706 Across t tie Continent in a Wagon. A 

Tale of Adventure. By GenT Jas. A. 
Gordon. 

707 Sixteen Years in Siberia: or. 2.000 Miles 

in Search of a Name. By Allan 
Arnold. 

70S The Slate King; or. Fighting the De- 
spoiler of the Ocean. 

700 The Man in the Iron Cage; or. Which 
Was the Boy'; By Bertou Bertrew. 



710 With Stanley on His Last Trip : or, 

Kmiu Basiia's Rescue. By Jas. C. 
Merrilt. 

711 Appointed to West 1'oint : or. Fighting 

His Own Way. By Gen'l Jas. A. 
Gordon. 

712 The Black Magician, and His Invisible 

I'upii. By Richard R. Montgomery. 

713 In the Phantom City : or. The Adven- 

tures of Dick Daunt. By Aliyn 
Draper. 

714 The Mad Maroon: or. The Roy Casta- 

Wajs of tin- Malay Island. By 
Howard Austin. 



■ Vv'OitK AND WIN " 

671 Fred Fearnot at "Hunters' Home :" or, 

Six Days in the Woods. 

672 Fred Fearool's Football Tigers; or, A 

Great Gr.diron Battle. 
67:.; Fietl leanot and "Special Jack;" or, 

tint wiili a Boy Engineer. 
674 Fred iVan.ot's Mountain Mine : or, Fird 

ing Gold .Above the Clouds. 
670 Fred Feai '~:ot on the Five-yard Line ; or, 

A Hard if a t tie to Vv'ln. 
676 Fred Fearnot and the Boy Drummer ; or, 

Lively Times on the Roau. 



677 Fred Fearnot's Field Day; or, The Great 

Athletic Meet. 

678 Fred Fearnot's Long Kick ; or, The Goal 

That Won the Game. 
67!) Fred Fearnot and "Husky Jim ;" or. The 

Strongest Boy in Town. 
080 Fred Fearnot and the Gypsy Boy ; or, 

T'nder'a Strange Spell. 

681 Fred Fearnot and the Boys of White 

Lake ; or, Great Sport on the Ice. 

682 Fred Fearnot*s Lucky Leap : or, Finding 

a Fortune by Chance. 



683 Fred Fearnot's Drive for a Goal ; or, 

Flaying Hockey to Win. 

684 Fred Fearnot and the Town Toper: or, 

Saving a Boy from Rain. 

685 Fred Fearnot Lost in the Snow ; or. After 

Big Game in the North. 

686 Fred Fearnot's Reiu'-u to the Stage; or, 

Playing II is Best Part. 

687 Fred Fearnot and "Skating Sam:" or, 

Trimming the Top Xotchers. 

688 Fred Fearnot's Rough ilnh> ; or, Over 

the Rockies on Horseback. 



"THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76" 

563 '(he Liberty Boys' Bugler ; or, Rousing 

the Minute Men. 

564 The Liberty Boys Snowed In; or, A 

Lucky F.ecape. 
665 The Liberty Boys Foiled: or. Betrayed 
by a ioy. 

566 The' I.ibci.v Boys' Mountain Battle; or, 

Fighl.ng til.: Redskins. 

567 The Liberty Boys' War Fiag ; or, Stand- 

ing by the Colors. 

568 Tht Liberty Boys Taking a Dare; or, 

Calling the Enemy's Bluff. 



56!) The Liberty Boys in Black Swamp ; or, | 575 The Liberty Boys' Fire Raft ; or, Scorch- 



Fighting Hard for Freedom. 

570 The Liberty Boys and Corporal Casey ; 

or, Thrashing the Renegades. 

571 The Liberty Boys in the Frozen Lauds ; 

or, Watching the Country's Foes. 

572 The Liberty Boys Tricking the Red- 

coats ; or, The Gunsmith of Y'ailey 
Forge. 

573 The Liberty Boys in Distress ; or, 

Hemmed in by Dangers. 

574 The Liberty Boys and the Idiot Spy ; or, 

Running Down the Skinners. 



ing the Redcoats 

576 The Liberty Boys' Cunning Trap; or, 

The Traitor's Secret. 

577 The Liberty Roys' Girl Friend ; or, Do- 

ing Good Work. 

578 The Liberty Boys' Desperate Fight; or, 

The Retreat From iiackt usaek. 
57!) The Liberty Boys a:;u the Witch of 

Harlem: or, Beaiiiig the ILssians. 
580 The Liberty Boys on Lone Mountain ; or, 

Surrounded by the British. 



For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 

FRAIMK TOUSEY, Publisher, 168 West 23d St., Mew York. 



IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 

of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, tliey can be obtained from this uliiee direct. Cut <mt anil fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you want and we will send them to you by 
return mail POST AGIO STAMl'S TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 



FHAXK TOUSEY, Publisher, ICS West 23d St., New York. 19 

Dkah Sir — Enclosed find cents for which please send me: 

copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos 

.... " " FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos 

" " WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos 

" " THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '7b', Nos 

" " PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos 

" " SECRET SERVICE, Nos 

" " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos 

Narue Street and No Town state 



— LATEST ISSUES — 

C46 The Bradys and the Black Dwarf ; or. Working Up a Poieon Clew. 

647 The Bradys' Masked Foe : or. The Man With the Missing Finger. 

648 The Bradys and the Sneak Thieves : or, Running Down the Red 

Hook (Jang. 

649 The Bradys Working a "Blind" : or. The Secret of the Sealed 

Room. 

650 The Bradys and the Laundry Check : or, A Dangerous Hunt In 

Chinatown. 

651 The Bradys on a Hot Trail ; or, The Boy Who Escaped From 

Sing Sing. 

652 The Bradys and the Conspirators ; or. The Case That Came From 

Mexico. 

ti.13 The Bradys After the Second Story Men; or, Tracking a Box of 

Treasure. 

654 The Bradys and the Mad Student ; or, The Mystery of the 

Medical College. 
6on The Bradys Desperate Deed; or, Foiling a Slick Bunch, 
B56 The BradyB and the Brass-Bound Chest; or, The Case Which Came 

Out of the Sea. 

657 The Bradys' Leather Locket Clew ; or, The Secret of the Old 

Graveyard. 

658 The Bradys After a Chinese Princess ; or, The Yellow Fiendi of 

'Frisco. 

659 The Bradys and Old Dangerous ; or, Hunting the King of the 

Bank Rreakers. 

660 The Bradys and the Sack of Gold : or, The Mystery of the Steel 

Vault 

661 The Bradvs Among the Gypsies : or. The Fortune-Teller's Secret. 

662 The Bradys Shadowing a Bandit ; or, The Tough Man of the 

Ozarks. 

663 The Bradys and the Magic Box; or, The Mystery of the Magician. 



664 The Bradys' Chinese Trail ; or, The Hunt for the Wooden Idol. 

665 The Bradys and Gentleman Joe ; or, Rounding Up the Taxi Crooks. 

666 The Bradys Under Sealed Orders ; or, A Secret Service Case from 

Panama. 

667 The Bradys and the "Con" Man ; or. A Clever Crook from Chicago. 

668 The Bradys Triple Trail ; or. Tracked Through Three Cities. 

669 The Bradys and Captain Carter ; or, The Clew that Came by 

Wireless. 

670 The Bradys in "Little Africa: or, Ten Hours of Deadly Peril. 

671 The Bradys' Three Ball Clue; or. Held in the House of Mystery. 

672 The Bradys and "Kid Kennedy :" or, Hot Work In Battle Row. 

673 The Bradys and the Midnight Special ; or. After the Post Office 

Thieves. 

674 The Bradys and the Five Gold Bullets : or, The Boldest Plot for 

Years. 

675 The Bradys After the Missing Aviator ; or, Chasing a Curious 

Clew. 

676 The Bradys and the Rlind Boy : or, Solving an East Side Mystery. 

677 The Bradys and Captain Candlestick ; or. Showing Up a Slick 

Swindler. 

678 The Bradvs and the Chinese Queen ; or, The Case that Tuzzled 

Pell Street. 

679 The Bradys' Bag of Gold ; or, Rounding Up the Mining Sharks. 

680 The Bradys and the River Rats ; or, Out On a Revenue Case. 

681 The Bradys in Death Swamp ; or, Downing a Desperate Band. 

682 The Bradys and the Bundle Boy ; or, The Fate of Eddie Moran. 

683 The Bradys' Mysterious Clew : or, The Secret of the Seven Sevens. 

684 The Bradys and the Burglars ; or. The Clew in the Bank Vault. 

685 The Bradys and the Twenty Treasure Chests ; or, The Mystery of 

the California Clipper. 

686 The Bradys and the Dumb Chinaman : or. Exposing a Midnight 

Mystery. 



For sale by all newsdealers, or will he sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 168 "West 23d St., New York. 



IF YOU WANT JINY HjiCK NUMBERS 

of our weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Write out and 
fill in your Order and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you want and we will send them to you by return mail. 
POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 168 West 23d St., New York. 



No. I. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND 
DREAM BOOK. — Containing: the great oracle 
of human destiny; also the true meaning of 
almost any kind of dreams, together with 
charms, ceremonies, and curious games of 
cards. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS. — The great 

book of magic and card tricks, containing full 
instruction on all the leading card tricks of 
the day, also the most popular magical illu- 
sions as performed by our leading magicians; 
©very boy should obtain a copy of this book. 

No. 3. HOW TO FORT. — The arts and 
wiles of flirtation are fully explained by this 
little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and 
hat flirtation, it contains a full list of th« 
language and sentiment of flowers. 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE Is the title of 
this little book. It contains full instructions 
In the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball- 
room and at parties, how to dress, and full 
directions for calling off in all popular square 
dances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE. — A complete 
guide to love, courtship and marriage, giving 
sensible advice, rules and etiquette to be ob- 
served, with many curious and interesting 
things not generally known. 

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE. 
— Giving full instruction for the use of dumb 
bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, horizontal 
bars and various other methods of developing 
a good, healthy muscle; containing over sixty 
illustrations. 

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST. 
—A useful and instructive book, giving a com- 
plete treatise on chemistry; also experiments 
In acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemis- 
try, and directions for making fireworks, 
colored fires, and gas balloons. 

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILO- 
QUIST. — By Harry Kennedy. Every intelli- 
gent boy reading this book of instructions can 
master the art, and create any amount of fun 
for himself and friends. It is the greatest 
book ever published. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX. — The art of self- 
defense made easy. Containing over thirty 
illustrations of guards, blows, and the differ- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy 
should obtain one of these useful and instruc- 
tive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS. 
— A most complete little book, containing full 
directions for writing love-letters, and when 
to use them, giving specimen letters for young 
and old. 

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO 
LADIES. — Giving complete instructions for 
writing letters to ladies on all subjects ; also 
letters of introduction, notes and requests. 



No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OP 
ETIQUETTE. — It is a great life secret, and 
one that every young man desires to know all 
about. There's happiness in it. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY;— A com- 
plete hand-book for making all kinds of candy, 
ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc., etc. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GAR- 
DEN. — Containing full instructions for con- 
structing a window garden either in town or 
country, and the most approved methods for 
raising beautiful flowers at home. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.— 
One of the brightest and must valuable little 
books ever given to the world. Everybody 
wishes to know how to become beautiful, both 
male and female. The secret Is simple, and 
almost costless. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVEN- 
ING PARTY. — A complete compendium of 
games, sports, card diversions, comic reci- 
tations, etc., suitable for parlor or drawing- 
room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book published. 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH. — The 
most complete hunting and fishing guide ever 
published. It contains full instructions about 
guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fish- 
ing, together with description of game and 
fish. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.— 

Heller's second sight explained by his former 
assistant, Fred Hunt. Jr. Explaining how the 
secret dialogues were carried on between the 
magician and the boy on the stage; also giving 
all the codes and signals. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.— 
This little bonk gives the explanation to all 
kinds of dreams, together with lucky and un- 
luckv dav*. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST. — 

Containing full Instructions for all kinds of 
irvmnastic sports and athletic exercises. Em- 
bracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor 
W. Mardonnld. 

No. 2fi. HOW TO ROW. SAIL AND BUTLD 
A BOAT.— Fully illustrated. Full Instructions 
are given in this little book, together with In- 
structions on swimming- and riding, companion 
sports tn boating. 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF 
RECITATIONS. — Containing the most popular 
selections in use, comprising Dutch dialect, 
French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect 
pieces, together with manv standard readings. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES. — Every- 
one is desirous of knowing what his future life 
will bring forth, whether happiness or misery, 
wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance 
at this little book. Buy one and be convinced. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR. 
- — Every boy should know how inventions orlgt- 



Knr sitle bv all newsdealers, or will bt- sent to any address on receipt of price, 10 ris. per copy, or 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 



rated. This book explains them all, giving 
examples In electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, 
optics, pneumatics, mechanics, etc. 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.— One of the most 
instructive books on cooking ever published. II 
contains recipes for cooking meats, fish, game, 
and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and a/1 
kinds of pastry, and a grand collect ion of 
recipes. 

No. 81. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER. — 

Containing fourteen illustrations, giving the 
different positions requisite to become a good 
speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also contain- 
ing gems from ail the popular authors of prose 
and poetry. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.— Containing the 
rules and etiquette of good society and the 
easiest and most approved methods of appear- 
ing to good advantage at parties, balls, the 
theatre, church, and in the drawing-room. 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.— Containing full 
instruction for fencing and the use of the 
broadsword ; also instruction in archery. I >c- 
scribed with twenty-one practical illustrations, 
giving the best positions in fencing. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.— A com- 
plete and useful little book, containing th» 
rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS. — 
Containing all the leading conundrums of th» 
day, amusing riddles, curious catches and witty 
sayings. 

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE. — It con- 
tains Information for everybody, boys, girls,, 
men and women ; It will teach you how to 
make almost anything around the house, such 
as parlor ornaments, brackets, cements, 
Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catch Ins; 
birds. 

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN 
DOCTOR.— A wonderful book, containing use- 
ful and practical information in the treatment 
of ordinary diseases and ailments common to 
every family. Abounding in useful and effec- 
tive recipes for general complaints. 

No. 3S>. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY. 
PIGEONS AND RABBITS. — A useful and in- 
structive book. Handpomely illustrated. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS. 
■ — Including hints on how to catch moles, 
weasels, otter, rats, squirrels anil bfnls. Also 
how to cure .«kins. Copfnuslv i 1 1 ust rat ed. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END 
MEN'S JOKE BOOK.— Containing a great va- 
riety of the latest jokes used by i h* most 
famous end men. No amateur minstrels is 
complete without this wonderful little book, 

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP 
SPEAKER. — containing a varied assortment of 
stump speeches, Negro, Dutch and Irish. Also 
end men's Jokes. .1 ust the thing for horns 
amusement and amateur shows. 
:i for 2fi cts.. in money or postage stamps. ^ 

168 West 23d St.. New York. 



